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	1. Finding Night Fury Island, Part I

_Before you start, let me say this: if you are looking for a mushy reunion between Hiccup and his father, you should not read this. Stoick will not play a role in this, neither will Astrid or the rest of Berk. It's focused on Hiccup's and Toothless' adventures after they left Berk. If you want the reunion, read Return of the Dragon Rider, which happens after these ten years._

_This is a collection of stories which describes Hiccup's adventures after he left Berk with Toothless. Directly connected to my Fan fiction Return of the Dragon Rider. You can read this first, or after you read ROTDR, it doesn't matter, but some of the characters I have used here are introduced in ROTDR and if you fully want to understand them, read that first._

_Aaaaannnyyhoooowwww, now that I have said that, on to the stories. As said before, this will be a collection of stories varying in length. Some will be mere one-shots, while other's will have multiple chapters, referred to as parts. Some of the stories will contain violence and blood, but that will be clearly indicated._

_Alright! As promised, my dear readers, here is The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou. It has arrived! Let me know what you think! (and I'm still open for ideas, but no promises)_

_Coverart is made by the __wonderful TheWaffleMaker! Credit goes to her._

_Lot's of text. Onto the first story._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Finding Night Fury Island, Part I**

Hiccup opened his eyes, blinking at the light. He lay for a moment, staring at the blue sky above him, then he got up. He yawned and stretched his body, rubbing his eyes. Then he sighed and turned around, looking at the dragon he had used as a pillow. He poked the beast, eliciting a low growl.

'Come on Toothless, time to get up.'

The dragon grumbled a response and moved away from the boy, covering his eyes with his paw.

'Toothless! Come on, get up you lazy lizard.'

The only response he got was a low wail and the dragon curled up even more. He sighed, staring at his companion with his hands in his side. Every morning would be the same. But it was a good thing that after seven months he knew what to do. He picked a fish from the net and waved it in front of the dragon's nose. The black scaled nose wrinkled in delight when the dragon smelled the fish and two green eyes opened, staring at the fish.

'Time to get up.'

Slowly, the dragon uncurled, stretching every muscle in his body, arching his back and yawning widely. The he sat down, his tail curled around his paws, wings hanging limply at his side, looking at the boy. Hiccup smiled and tossed him the fish. The dragon gulped down the fish, sheeting it's teeth when the creature was gone.

He watched as Hiccup rolled up his bed roll and blanket and put them back on the saddle. As soon as the boy had eaten and everything was packed, dragon and boy took to the sky again.

It had been seven months after they had left Berk, and while he had some trouble adjusting to living in the wild at first, Hiccup thought he had done fairly well. He had become quite good with a bow and was able to shoot his own food, though he mostly ate the fish Toothless caught for him.

He was becoming used to flying all day, no longer sore after being on the dragon's back for hours. Even on the move he had worked on improving his suit and the saddle. They had also practiced some stunts together, most of them involving Hiccup jumping of the dragon's back and free falling until Toothless decided he had gone far enough and caught him again.

He didn't have much contact with other people, seeing as they avoided villages for as much as they could, unless he needed something he couldn't get on his own, like arrowheads and gears for Toothless' prosthetic tailfin. He had found that most people were willing to trade those items for some small labor, or willing to let him use their resources to make them himself.

He had exchanged his clothes for a mostly leather suit, much more suitable to withstand rain and storm, although he still wore his green tunic underneath and still had his fur lined boots. He had his fur vest tucked in the saddlebag, but now he only wore it when he went into town.

He let out a long sigh as they were flying above the clouds, leaning back on the dragon. Toothless crooned and turned his head to look at the boy.

'I'm okay bud. Just thinking, where should we go next?'

The dragon wailed loudly, shaking his head.

'Yeah... you're right. It doesn't matter really. We could just fly I suppose. You decide where we go today Toothless.'

The dragon crooned and changed direction. Hiccup closed his eyes, thinking back on the last few months.

He was sixteen now. He had celebrated his birthday with Toothless a few months ago. The dragon hadn't understood the concept of "birthday", but he had somehow gotten him a present anyway. A smile spread on his face as he remembered that day. He had woken up feeling a little down. The dragon had tried anything to cheer him up, and it had resulted in a crazed flight through the clouds, chasing seagulls and hunting fish. At the end of the day they had been exhausted and they had landed on a small rocky island. There Hiccup had tried to explain to Toothless the meaning of birthdays, but the dragon had just looked at him blankly, obviously missing the point. After watching the sunset, like they usually did, Hiccup had fallen asleep under the dragons wings. The next morning, Toothless had given Hiccup the surprise of his life.

When he had woken up, the dragon had been gone. He had searched the entire island, knowing the dragon couldn't possibly take off without him. After a few hours of frantic searching, he had been on the edge of panic when the dragon had come out of the water, something in his mouth. After scolding the dragon, nearly in tears, he had asked what he had in his mouth. Toothless had dumped a bow and a quiver with arrows on the ground, cocking his head while he looked at his friend.

Hiccup had been utterly speechless. He had stared at the dragon, not quite comprehending what had just happened. Then it dawned on him. Toothless had swam back to the land they had seen yesterday and the village nestled on the rocks. He must have sneaked into the village and taken the bow.

'Toothless... I... Did you just steal this?'

The dragon wailed and shook his head. He bit at the saddle and now Hiccup saw one of the saddlebags was missing, and his jaw had dropped even more.

The dragon knew _trade_?

He had sunk on the ground, his hands over his mouth, tears burning in his eyes. Toothless had crooned concerned, afraid he had done something wrong and Hiccup had laughed through his tears, hugging his friend tightly.

That bow was the first gift he was ever given on any of his birthdays, and he carried it with pride.

He was shaken from his memories when Toothless crooned. He sat up, stretching his arms. Then he looked around. The clouds were grey and he couldn't see a thing.

'Toothless, a little lower bud, I can't see.'

Obediently, the dragon ducked under the clouds. They were over the ocean, the water stretching in every direction.

'Where are we? Toothless?'

The dragon crooned softly and Hiccup frowned. There was an island ahead of them, or at least that's what it looked like.

'Well, looks like we found where we will sleep tonight, right bud?'

The dragon wailed and ducked down towards the island, setting down on a small beach. They looked around, quickly scanning the environment. It looked clear and Hiccup slid of the dragon, still cautious. He walked a little closer to the treeline. The sun had set already and it was dark. Scanning the trees, he couldn't help but feel like he was being watched, but the shadows were to dark to see anything.

He turned back to Toothless, but before he could say anything, a hand clasped over his mouth. He uttered a muffled cry, but there were more figures on the beach. They had already secured the dragon before he could even blink, binding the dragon effectively.

He fought the hands holding him, but his small frame was no match for the big man holding him. Another grabbed his wrists and bound them quickly. He cried out when the rope bit his skin. Toothless wailed loudly, but the sound was cut off when one of the dark figures threw a rope around the dragons jaws, securing them shut. Then the man started to pull the dragon off the beach, dragging him along by the ropes all around his black body.

Hiccup pulled the ropes, desperately trying to get to Toothless, but he was pulled in the opposite direction.

'Toothless! No, let me go! Toothless!'

But strong hands pulled him away from the dragon, mercilessly dragging him across the sand. He kept struggling and fighting the ropes and the hands that held him, panic swirling around his heart. For the first time he realized how small and helpless he really was. He couldn't even save his friend. For the first time he regretted leaving Berk.

Something hard collided with the back of his head, sending him flying to the ground. He blinked a few times, trying to avoid loosing consciousness, but shrieked when a boot collided with his ribs. He was hit on the head again, still gasping from the kick, and the last thing he felt were hands lifting him from the ground. Then the world went black.


	2. Finding Night Fury Island, Part II

_As I said, I will update what I'm inspired for. But since this is so early, I might be able to update ROTDR as well today... hmmm... Keep your eyes peeled readers, who knows._

_There is a list with my OC's on my profile, per LunarNightDreamer's request._

_So, this is kinda... angsty... I'm sorry in advance, but this chapter contains violence and torture. So yeah... not for the faint hearted. And not for people who are in love with little, adorable Hiccup, because he does get hurt._

_Keep reviewing and tell me what you think._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Finding Night Fury Island, Part II**

Pain.

That was the first thing he felt.

Pain that split his head in two.

He groaned, carefully opening his eyes. It was dark around him. He sat up, looking around the room. The only light came from a small window high in the wall. He stood up, shaking on his legs. His ribs hurt from the kick and his head was spinning. He stumbled, falling back against the wall. He blinked a few times, trying to clear his vision. It was just dark.

He let his hands glide over the wall. He felt rough stones. He was slowly starting to panic. It was clear to him he was in a prison cell, but he had no idea where he was. And worst of all, he had no idea where Toothless was either.

'H... hello? I... is any one there? Hello?'

His voice echoed within the walls, disappearing quickly, the small sound not even lingering. No answer came. He called out again, a little louder, the sound dispersing just as quickly. It was like the walls absorbed the sound, never letting it leave the room. He backed up until he felt the rough stones scrape his back through his tunic. They had taken his suit, along with every weapon he had.

He curled up in the corner, his hands covering his head. Tears were silently falling and fear was clawing at his heart.

Where was he?

Where was Toothless?

What had they done to him?

What where they planning?

What did they want?

_Who _were _they?_

He had no idea how long he had been left in the dark and his head shot up when the door opened. The light that poured in stung his eyes, and when the initial blindness faded he saw a man standing in the doorway. Before he could say anything, the man came in and grabbed his wrist, hauling him to his feet. He yelped when the man painfully twisted his arm behind his back, before pulling the other one behind his back as well and tying his wrists. He was then pushed out of the cell into a long hallway. He was pushed towards a door, the man now had his neck in a painfully tight grasp.

'Where are you taking me? What do you want?'

His voice was shaking with tears and tight with fear. The man didn't answer him, but shoved him through the door into another room. This one was dimly lit by torches on the wall and a singe fire in the middle of the room. His eyes grew wide.

This was a torture room. There was no doubt about it.

There was old blood all over the walls, fresher stains covering older ones. There was a table to the left, all kinds of knifes, branding irons and whips thrown across is.

His breath caught in his throat when the man dragged him to the wall opposite of the door, to a pair of metal shackles. He struggled, trying to get away, but he was too small and too weak to even stand a chance.

'Pl... please... If... if this is b... because I landed on your beach, j... just give me Toothless and we'll go... promise...'

The man hit him over the head and he shrieked. His wrists were untied, but were quickly locked in the shackles and secured above his head. Then he was left alone, his entire body shaking. He was terrified, even more so than on the days Snotlout had cornered him to beat him up. He felt tears burn again and didn't bother to contain them this time. Even in this position, chained to a wall, unable to move his arms, there was only one thing he really feared.

What had they done with Toothless?

He couldn't stand the thought of losing his best friend, the only friend he ever had, the one that gave him his freedom. Without Toothless, he would be stranded here, left to the mercy of these men he didn't know.

Then a terrifying new thought found it's way into his mind. What if these men had already killed the dragon? And what if they weren't planning on killing him, but selling him into slavery? He had come across some slaveships, always steering clear, but he knew what it would mean to be sold into slavery. He would be stripped of everything he was, his entire identity would be lost and any hope he had of ever returning to Berk would be lost.

His breathed started to become ragged, his breaths coming out as shorts gasps, fogging in the cold air. He didn't know how long he stood, trembling, waiting and he almost screamed when the door opened.

It was a different man this time, ragged red hair poking in every direction. He stared at him with cold, dark eyes before he stepped in, closing the door behind him. Hiccup backed up against the wall, as if he was trying to disappear into it, but the stones were hard and unyielding, just like the chains around his wrists.

The man stopped just in front of him. He was at least twice as tall and four times as wide as the small boy in front of him and Hiccup stared up at him with wide open eyes.

'W... what do you want f... from me...?'

His voice was no more then a trembling whisper, and the man suddenly lashed out, striking his head hard. Hiccup shrieked when his head collided with the wall behind him and lights exploded behind his eyes. The man grabbed his neck, lifting him from the ground, asking something in a strange language he didn't understand.

And even if he understood, he couldn't answer. His airflow was cut off as he dangled in the mans grasp, his back scraping the wall and soon he was gasping for breath, his lungs screaming for air. Just when he thought he would die, the man let go and he fell, stopped by the chains. The man must have pulled them tighter, raising him higher because his feet no longer touched the ground. He could only gasp at the flash of pain that shout through his arms and shoulders when the chains jolted him to a halt.

The man asked his question again and when he didn't get an answer, drove his fist in Hiccup's stomach, driving out every bit of air he had just sucked in again. The jolt send a new flash of pain through his wrists and shoulders. The man grabbed his jaw, turning his head from side to side before slamming it into the wall again. The pain exploded with so much force he thought his head had exploded, but he didn't have much time to think about it. Blackness surrounded him once more, and he almost welcomed it.

0-0-0-0-0-0

He woke up with a jolt, gasping at the pain in his head and chest. When his vision cleared he saw he was still in the torture room, still hanging from the wall. The man was nowhere to be found and the fire had gone out, leaving only the torches. He let out a small whimper when he tried to move and only succeeded in sending another flash of pain through his wrists.

Suddenly the door opened, revealing the same red haired man as before. Immediately fear caught his throat, but the man unchained him, tying his hands again and shoving him out the door. His arms felt like they were on fire and his legs were shaking from being in that position for gods know how long. He was dragged through the hallway, barely able to keep up with the man, who didn't seem to care his prisoner would stumble every few steps.

He was dragged outside, onto a small courtyard. And in the middle of that courtyard stood a cage.

'Toothless! Toothless...'

Tears flowed down his cheeks, both relieved to see the dragon alive and afraid of what they would do. The dragon tried to make a sound, but his mouth was secured tightly, allowing only muffled sounds. After a few moment he was dragged away again, the dragon frantically trying to break free from the ropes and chains holding him. Hiccup fought the man with all his strength, planting his heels in the ground, but the man was too strong for him. Suddenly the dragon howled in pain and fear flooded him. What were they doing to him? He tried to turn his head, but the iron grip the man had on his neck prevented any movement and he was simply dragged along when he refused to walk.

He was thrown back in the cell, shoved hard through the door after his hands had been untied. He collided with the wall, shrieking at the pain it caused in his shoulder. He quickly stumbled back to the door, throwing his entire weight into it.

'No! Let me out! Toothless!'

He banged the door until his hands were bleeding and he was exhausted, tears were flowing down his face and he curled up in the corner next to the door, his head pressed against his knees. Fir the first time he longed for home. Even if he had been beaten up by Snotlout, ignored by everyone including his father, he had been left alone. This, this was just a nightmare.

After a while, he started to get a vague sense of time. He would be taken to that room, chained to the wall and beaten by that red haired man and then he would be taken back and left in the cell. If he was right about the days, he had been here a week now. He was sure his entire body was bruised, his ribs most likely broken. The man never used any of his tools on him, probably afraid he would kill him.

Right now he lay curled up in the corner, the cold stone painfully hard against the bruises on his skin. His mouth was dry, the last time he had been given water was two days ago and he hadn't eaten since he got here. It had been so perfect after he had left Berk. Sure, it had been hard finding food, shelter, but he had Toothless. He had been free. He hadn't really thought about home for seven months, now he wished he had stayed.

His head shot up when the door opened and he whimpered when it revealed the red-haired man. He tried to hide in the dark, but the man walked towards him and dragged him to his feet, pinning him to the wall. The man asked his question, but Hiccup still didn't understand him. The man threw him on the ground and he started to crawl away, only to be dragged back.

He had learned it was the same question the man kept asking, he had started to recognize the words, but not their meaning. The man kicked him again, his heavy boot connecting with his ribs and he cried out, tears starting flowing down his face. This wasn't how it usually went. He had been brought back to his cell no more than a few hours ago, the man shouldn't be here. But then again, he was a prisoner, they could do whatever they wanted.

The man threw him against the wall and left, slamming the door shut. Hiccup curled up where he had landed on the floor, his arms around his chest. All he wanted now was his bed, his own bed back on Berk.

The door swung open again and when he looked up, he gasped. The man had come back, holding a sword. He came closer, a menacing look in his eyes, the sword clenched firmly in his hand. Hiccup tried to back up, but was stopped by the wall. The sword swung in his direction, but despite his weakened state he managed to dodge the blow and he made a run towards the door.

A sharp pain exploded in his back and send him to the floor, screaming and writhing at the hot flashing pain that now controlled his body. A shadow towered over him and he knew that the man was going to kill him.

There was a loud shriek and a _BOOM_ in the distance. He heard screaming and suddenly the door slammed open, revealing a black dragon growling with teeth bared.

'Toothless...'

He couldn't manage more than a whisper before his voice gave out. The dragon fired a plasmablast at the man, sending him through the wall. Then he was next to Hiccup with a single jump. He nudged his shoulder, sending a flash of pain through his back and he choked back a cry. Toothless wailed and pressed down low on the ground next to him. With his last bit of strength he managed to get in the saddle. As soon as he was, the dragon shot out of the cell, running towards the door that led to freedom.

Hiccup was biting his lip to keep from crying out as every movement from the dragon caused agonizing pain and focused on getting the tailfin in the right position. Finally the blasted through the door and Toothless spread his wings. One jump and a _click l_ater they were in the air, the island disappearing quickly. As soon as they were save, he leaned forward on the dragon, taking short quick breaths to avoid too much pain. Toothless wailed again, clearly worried about his friend.

They had flown for hours already and he was fighting unconsciousness. He needed to stay awake to control the tail, he couldn't fall asleep. But he was so tired... his entire body hurt, he had no idea what his back looked like, but he knew there was a bleeding wound. He had felt the blood run down his back, although it had now dried into an itchy crust.

Toothless crooned and he lifted his head from the dragon's black scales. There was an island in front of them, but it looked completely different from the one they came from. Beaches with white sand bordered the island, the ocean seemed azure blue. Almost the entire island was covered in trees, the many shades of green blending to one blanket of colours.

'T... Toothless...'

His head fell back on the dragons neck. Toothless shot down on the beach, landing a little hard on the sand. Hiccup was flung from his back as they rolled through the sand and he screamed when he felt the wound reopen. Toothless was at his side instantly, crooning softly and gently nudging him. He tried to get up, but all his strength had left him and he couldn't move. The dragon wailed loudly and then he felt teeth close around his ankle. Very careful not to bite his foot off the dragon dragged him across the beach. Hiccup didn't struggle, but he was glad he was on his stomach and not his back.

He was gently dragged into a small cave like opening in the rocks and he curled up as soon as the dragon let go of his foot. Toothless curled up behind him as close as he could and he felt the heat from the dragon's body seep through his clothes.

He relaxed as much as his beaten body allowed him to, inhaling sharply at every little movement. He stared onto the beach, the waves crashing on the sand providing an pleasant background noise and he allowed it to hush him to sleep.


	3. Finding Night Fury Island, Part III

_Alright, no chapter 50 yet. Maybe, just maybe I will be able to finish that tonight, but I just had to post this first. I had already finished anyway, so why keep it from you any longer, right?_

_Part III! Much positive feedback already, thank you guys. Keep it up!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Finding Night Fury Island, Part III**

He groaned and tried to open his eyes. He felt a hand on his shoulder, shaking him gently. The movement send a flash of pain down his back and he stifled a cry. There was a voice, speaking to him in a language he couldn't understand. He opened his eyes, blinking at the light. There was a boy in front of him, looking at him with worry. He blinked a few times, trying to clear his vision. The boy was about his age, with black hair and strange eyes. His right was green, while his left was blue. He said something, but again he couldn't understand him.

'Where... where am I?'

The boy in front of him frowned. It was clear he didn't understand him. He tried to get up, but cried out when the pain shot through his back. The boy reached out to him, but Toothless suddenly growled, stepping in front of his friend. The other boy stumbled back, falling on the ground. Before he could do anything, a white dragon appeared. His eyes grew wide. Not only was the dragon protecting the boy, it was a Night Fury. A white Night Fury.

The boy pushed the dragon aside, stretching his hand out towards the black dragon standing over his injured friend. Toothless had lost his menacing look the moment he saw the other Night Fury staring back at him. He looked from the outstretched hand to Hiccup, then back to the hand. After deciding the boy was no threat, he pushed his nose in the boy's hand, crooning softly. Then he stepped aside, stepping out of the small cave, never taking his eyes of his young rider.

0-0-0-0-0-0

A boy was running along the beach, screaming as he was chased by a dragon. The white Night Fury who was running after him growled and jumped him. The water splashed high as the boy was pinned down by the dragon, a paw on his chest. For a moment, dragon and boy stared at each other, then the dragon opened her mouth. The boy's eyes widened in fear as he stared into the dragon's throat. Then the dragon started licking him, her tongue scraping over his face. The boy screamed and twisted under her paw, trying to push the dragon off his chest. After she had made sure his entire face was covered in saliva, she let go of him, plopping into the water.

'Dammit Snowflake, that's disgusting, you know that!'

A loud rumble escaped the dragon's throat, as she was looking at the boy who was washing his face in the ocean. He glared at her through his fingers, then he jumped at her. The dragon allowed herself to be pushed back, so that the boy was sitting across her chest. She looked at him, smiling a gummy, toothless smile. The boy looked back, a grin creeping across his face.

'This calls for revenge.'

He let a slimy trail of drool dangle from his lips, nearly touching the dragon's nose. The dragon thrashed in his grasp, but not enough to fling the boy off her chest and possibly hurt him. She wailed loudly as the spit hit her nose, but it only resulted in her getting it in her mouth. She gently pushed the boy off her, huffing as she shook her nose.

'See? That's how disgusting it is.'

The dragon growled as she ducked her nose in the water. The boy got up, shaking his head, water flying from his black hair. He walked back onto the beach and sighed, looking at the sky.

'It will be dark soon, we best get back.'

He looked at the dragon, shaking herself dry and smiled. He turned around, looking for the bow he had dropped earlier and found it lying further onto the beach. He went over to pick it up, but when he turned back to his dragon, he frowned. There were footprints in the sand. And not just any footprints. They looked like Night Fury tracks, and the dragon had been dragging something beside him.

Going against better judgement to never engage a wild Night Fury, he started following the tracks. They led further onto the beach, into a small cave. When he peered inside, his eyes widened.

There was a boy inside.

The boy was lying on his left side, his back turned to the backside of the cave. He didn't look much older than himself. His auburn hair was covering his face, and his clothes looked torn and dirty. He was wearing a green tunic, brown pants and fur lined boots. The boy had curled up into a fetal position, his hands tucked under his chin. He reached out to the kid, and gently shook his shoulder.

'Kid? Hey, kid? You alright?'

The boy shifted and moaned. He opened his eyes, blinking up at him, confusion written all over his face.

'Something wrong? Can I help?'

The boy just stared at him, before speaking himself. He frowned. He couldn't understand the kid. The boy tried to push himself up into a sitting position, but suddenly cried out in pain. As soon as he reached out to him, his hand was nearly bitten off by an adult Night Fury, growling threateningly. He stumbled back, falling onto the sand, staring at the beast. His own dragon jumped in front of him, growling at the intruder. The Night Fury's eyes widened in surprise as soon as he saw the other dragon. After pushing the white dragon aside, he inched closer to the other one, his hand stretched out towards him.

'It's okay. I won't hurt your friend. I'm trying to help. Please, you can trust me.'

After hesitating for a moment, looking from the boy back to him, he pushed his nose in the outstretched hand, crooning softly. Then he stepped aside, allowing the other boy to step into the cave. He knelt next to the kid. He had cried out in pain, but he couldn't see any visible wounds. Granted, the cave was rather dark and he couldn't really see anything. Which explained how he had failed to see the dragon. He grabbed the boy's shoulder, but pulled back as he felt a sticky substance. When he looked at his fingers, he saw blood. Fear crept into his heart. The kid was injured. Carefully, he grabbed his shoulder again, turning him over on his stomach. The boy moaned when the movement undoubtedly caused pain.

There was a large gash running along his back, from his right shoulder to his left hip.

'Someone got ya good, didn't they?'

The boy didn't answer. He just lay on the sand, sobbing silently.

'Alright. I know you can't understand me, but I am going to help you. I just have to get you back to Dragoncity. Shouldn't be too hard, considering the fact that there are two dragons out there. It will hurt, however.'

The boy lifted his head, cringing at the pain and whispered something in his strange language.

'I'm sorry kid, I have no idea what you're saying.'

He sighed and stood up. The little cave was just big enough to stand. When he turned around, he felt a small hand grab his ankle. When he looked back, he found that the boy had gripped his boot and was staring up at him with pleading eyes.

'Don't worry, I will help you. I just have to stop that bleeding.'

It was a good thing that the saddlebags were waterproof. And it was even better that they were taught from day one to always keep it filled with the necessary items. And it was great that one of those items happened to be bandages. He knelt next to the boy again, bandages in one hand, the canteen with water in the other.

'I'm sorry kid, but this will hurt.'

The boy screamed louder than he had thought possible from such a small child. He had screamed when he poured the water over the wound, washing most of the blood away.

'I'm sorry, I truly am. My name is Wrenlou, by the way. I live in Dragoncity. Well, I don't... We stay in Learners Bay. But we're almost done learning. I am curious though, where in the world did you find and adult Night Fury? Couldn't have been here. I have never seen you before...'

When he finished wrapping the wound, the boy had slipped into unconsciousness again. Wrenlou hauled him up, his hands under the boys arms. He was glad the kid was unconscious, because it must hurt like crazy. He called to his dragon and the white Night Fury was at his side in one jump. As soon as he had the kid on her back he jumped behind him, letting the boy rest against his chest. He looked at the black dragon.

'I'm afraid you have to follow us.'

Snowflake crouched down, her wings spread and ready to take to the sky when the black dragon wailed loudly. Wrenlou frowned, looking at the dragon.

'What?'

The dragon sat down and folded his tail around his paws. Wrenlou squinted, then his eyes widened. He slid of his dragon, careful to keep the boy on her back and walked over to the dragon. He knelt in front of him and took the prosthetic tailfin in his hands. He looked it over, the way it was attached to the dragon's body, the way it moved and frowned.

'Well, this is certainly something I have never seen before. He controls it? How?'

The dragon bit at the stirrup and Wrenlou stood up. When he pressed down on the pedal, the prosthetic fin opened and closed. He sighed.

'Right... so you can't fly without a rider... that could be a problem.'

He bit his lip and looked from Snowflake and the boy slumped over her back to the black dragon and back to Snowflake. Then he stretched a hand out to the black dragon.

'Would you let me try?'

The black dragon cocked his head, ears perked up and a questioning look in his eyes.

'Look, Learners bay is a long distance away if you have to walk. It will be easier if you let me figure out how to work that tailfin, then you can carry me and your rider.'

The dragon looked from the white dragon to him and back, before he trotted over, crouching down, allowing Wrenlou to climb on his back. Snowflake crooned softly as soon as he sat down in the saddle.

'It's okay girl. Just don't move okay?'

The dragon carefully lay down, keeping a watchful eye on the boy on her back. Wrenlou shifted a bit and adjusted the prosthetic, as if to test it. Looking back to the dragon's tail, he found the right position and the dragon spread it's wings.

'Oh gods...' Wrenlou murmured when the dragon took off.

It took him a while, crashing into the sand or the ocean, but after an hour or so, he knew enough to be able to fly the dragon back to Learners bay without crashing. They landed, a bit more civilized than the last few times when they ended up stuck in the sand or tangled in the leather straps of the saddle and slid of the dragon's back.

'Right, okay. Snowflake, fly back to the bay. I will follow.'

The dragon crooned and nudged his shoulder, a concerned look in her eyes.

'Just go, please. I will be fine.'

After she had made sure that he had the boy safely in his arms and his feet in the stirrups to control the tailfin, the white dragon flew off. The black one followed a little slower, careful with the two boys on his back, making sure Wrenlou could keep up with the tailfin.

0-0-0-0-0-0

'Where the hell is he? He always runs off to Gods knows where!'

'Broghan, I'm sure it will be fine. Your brother is one of the most stubborn people I know, he will be fine.'

Broghan shot a glance at the older dragon rider that was their teacher, then turned his eyes to the sky again. He was standing next to his dragon, Moonchaser, looking up at the sky. Next to him were Dale and Starstruck.

Dale was in charge of teaching the kids the ways of the dragon riders, teaching them how to be dragon riders, but not even the greying dragon rider could keep Wrenlou in one place for long. He had given up on trying and although he didn't show it, he was concerned for the safety of his youngest pupil and his white dragon. The boy somehow found trouble every where he went.

'Look!' Leila gasped and Dale followed her finger.

The white dragon was approaching fast, but something seemed wrong. He frowned, eyes widening when the dragon landed.

Wrenlou wasn't on her back.

Immediately he felt worry creep into his heart. What had happened to the boy? The dragon looked fine, no sign of blood or injury anywhere. He approached the wailing Night Fury and placed a hand on her nose.

'Where is your rider girl? Where's Wrenlou?'

The dragon wailed again and turned towards the sky. Dale looked at Starstruck. For the first time he cursed the fact that the dragon was missing half a wing and couldn't fly anymore. The dragon sensed his disgruntlement and came up to him, crooning apologetically.

'Don't worry, it's not your fault.'

'Dale? Should we go look for him?'

The dragon rider sighed, looking at Snowflake. Something in her demeanor was off, but she didn't seem terribly worried. He shook his head.

'Let's give him some time. There have been times he walked back just for the fun of it. If he's not back in an hour, we can go look for him.'

Broghan nodded, not entirely convinced. It was true that Wrenlou sometimes walked back from where ever he went off to, but something felt wrong this time. He looked at Snowflake. The dragon had curled her tail around her paws and her wings tucked against her body. The way she was looking at the sky, waiting patiently, didn't scream trouble. He sighed and sat down on the ground. It was already getting dark, and he was worried.

0-0-0-0-0-0

He felt the air move around him as if they were flying. The pain in his back was still present, but somehow it had dulled out a little. Then he felt something else. A heartbeat under his head. He groaned, shifting a little. He felt a hand on his shoulder and managed to open his eyes. He was staring up at the boy he had seen earlier, his black hair whipping around his face.

'Where... where are we going?'

The boy looked down on him and shook his head before saying something he didn't understand.

'Where's... Toothless?'

A dragon wailed and he turned his head a little, seeing Toothless' green eye stare at him with worry. He managed a small smile before he slipped back into the clutches of unconsciousness.

0-0-0-0-0-0

'Dale!'

The man turned around. Broghan was pointing at the sky. Something was approaching, barely visible against the darkening sky. He squinted, trying to see what is was, then his eyes widened.

'It's a Night Fury.'

Broghan frowned. Night Fury's weren't something special, but the other riders and the wild dragons kept away from the bay. What was this dragon doing here? And what had it to do with Wrenlou? The dragon came swooping in, landing a little hard.

'Wrenlou! Wait... who's that?'

The boy shook his hair out of his face and turned to Dale, still mounted on the dragon.

'I found him on the beach. He's pretty badly injured. I need permission to take him to Dragoncity right away.'

'But.. on the beach? What about the dragon?' Dale gestured to the Night Fury.

'It was protecting him. I think he was riding it. Look, if he's going to survive, he needs to get to Dragoncity now. He's lost a lot of blood and I have no idea how long he had been on the beach. Please, Dale, let me take him to the city.'

The aging dragon rider looked from the boy in Wrenlou's arm to his student and back to the boy. The boy was pale, his breath came ragged, shallow. His face was contorted in pain, his eyes squeezed shut. He was clearly unconscious. He sighed.

'Alright. Take him to Dragoncity. Come straight back when you've dropped him off, understand?'

Wrenlou didn't answer bur shot a glare at the man. Then he called to Snowflake, the white dragon jumping up immediately. Both dragons spread their wings and were gone from sight within moments. Dale sighed, shaking his head.

'Leave it to Wrenlou to find a castaway.'


	4. Finding Night Fury Island, Part IV

_First of all, I want to wish you all a Happy New Year! May the gods protect you all from harm and evil dragons, and I hope that all of you will enjoy the new year we've been given._

_Alright! Onto part IV already. What will happen next? Read and find out... Kinda short chapter, just for you guys. Consider it a New Years gift, from me to you._

_Also, the breaks mean Wrenlou is struggling with the words in Norse. That's all! Nothing more to say!_

_Happy New Year everyone!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Finding Night Fury Island, Part IV**

'NO!'

'Wrenlou! You are going back to the bay right now!'

Wrenlou clenched his jaw, his hands balled to fists. He looked back at the bed and the boy laying in it. He was terribly pale, almost blending in with the sheets. The black dragon was laying next to the bed, his head on the edge. He turned back to the man in front of him.

'I can't leave him! I'm the only face he's seen! And he can't understand our language. I can't just leave him. I saved him!'

'Yes, and it was a noble thing. But you need to go back to the bay. We will take care of him.'

'You don't understand! He's alone, he knows no one! The only one he has ever seen is me! You can't expect me to leave him in a strange city, with strange people he doesn't understand.'

'And you can understand him?'

'Well... no... But I could! He's from the Northern Lands. Their language isn't hard to learn. Please, I need to do this.'

The man sighed, running a hand over his face. 'You've always been strong headed, but this tops everything. You don't know this kid, and you are willing to learn his language just like that? Because you feel sorry for him?'

Wrenlou nodded.

The man shook his head. 'I will discuss it with the council. Until then you can stay here. Your stubbornness is going to get you in trouble one day. Serious trouble.'

With that the man left, flying down to the plaza. As soon as he knew he couldn't see him anymore, a wide smile broke across Wrenlou's face and he turned around. Looking at the boy in the bed, flanked by the dragon, he sighed.

'Right. Library... Snow! Come here girl. We have some books to collect.'

0-0-0-0-0-0

The first thing he was aware of was that he was surrounded by softness and covered with warmth. He was laying on his right side, curled up on what was obviously a bed. He moved a bit. He had expected pain to explode in his body, but it never came. The pain was gone, only a throb reminded him of what had happened.

What had happened?

They had been captured, he remembered that.

They had escaped...

They had found a beach...

There had been a boy... but then what?

Slowly he opened his eyes, blinking at the light. He was in a room, a circular room. He moved his head a little, trying to look around the room. The room itself was white, sparsely decorated, but for some reason there were books all over the floor. He took a deep breath, cringing a little when the movement shot a sudden flair of pain through his limbs. After not moving for a while, the pain subsided again. He now felt the bandages covering his torso and realized that his clothes were gone. His breath caught in his throat for a moment, the he realized that he was just missing his tunic and boots. He relaxed a little and closed his eyes again.

That's when he heard it.

There was a voice in to room with him.

His eyes shot open. Who were they? Were they going to hurt him too? Very carefully, he moved his head around a bit. He noticed a chair and someone was sitting in it. It was a boy, not much older than he was. He was leaning against one armrest, his legs slung over the other. His black hair was falling over his face as he looked down on something in his lap. He was muttering words, barely audible.

He tried to move, but whimpered when pain shot through his back. The boy looked up, and a smile spread across his face when their eyes met. He closed the book he had been reading, putting it on the ground before standing up. He knelt at the bed, still smiling.

'Hey.'

He frowned. Had the boy just spoken Norse? He stared at the kid. It was the same one he had seen on the beach. Short, black hair framed a round face, it's shape similar to his own. The boy had a lanky build, but was tall. The most striking about this boy were his eyes. His right eye was green, while his left eye was blue, it was completely otherworldly.

Otherworldly?

He must be dead. He was in Valhalla now. That was it.

But... he didn't die a warriors death, did he?

'How... how do you... feel?'

He was speaking Norse. Tentatively, the words unfamiliar on his tongue, but he could understand him now.

'I... I don't know...'

The boy smiled. 'My...' He frowned, trying to find the word. 'I am Wrenlou.'

'Name.' Hiccup whispered. 'My name is Hiccup.'

'Name... Hiccup? That's... unusual.'

'What... what happened? How did I get here?'

He tried to sit up, but yelped when the pain hit him again. He squeezed his eyes shut, but they shot open as soon as he felt hands on his shoulders. The boy... no, Wrenlou, helped him sit up, rearranging the pillows so he could lean back.

'I... found you. On the... seashore?'

'Beach. We crashed... Toothless! Where's Toothless?'

Wrenlou chuckled. 'Toothless? His... name is _Toothless_? He's right over there. He... never left your side.'

He gestured to the other side of the room and Hiccup turned his head. The dragon was hidden by the shadows, but two green eyes stared at him.

'Toothless!'

The dragon jumped up and rushed over, almost climbing on the bed, licking his face where ever he could.

'Toothless! That's disgusting! I'm alright bud, I'm alright...'

'He... refused to leave you. He even refused to eat. I guess he was really... worried about you.'

'How long..?'

'Nearly...' Wrenlou was struggling with the word until he finally gave up and held up three fingers.

'Three days?'

'Three... weeks.'

Hiccup's eyes widened. Three weeks? He had been unconscious for _three weeks_?

'But how...'

'You were pretty... badly injured. I don't know who you came across, but they did a number on you, didn't they.'

Hiccup cringed in at the memory of the dark cell and the red-haired man that had beaten him, the question he couldn't understand, the pain...

'Hiccup? Does it... hurt? Are you in pain?'

He looked up at Wrenlou. His eyes met strange colored ones staring back at him with concern. _Real _concern. This kid, who he had just met, was worried about him, _cared _about him. It was a concept he was so unfamiliar with he didn't really know how to react. He turned his head away, feeling tears rise.

'Hiccup?'

There is was again.

Concern.

The same concern that was in Wrenlou's eyes, reflected in his voice. He felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up. As soon as his eyes met Wrenlou's, he couldn't hold back the tears.

He buried his face in his hands, hearing the dragon croon softly. His sobs were shaking his body, sending flashes of pain through his back, which only aggravated his grief. He felt Wrenlou move, moving closer to him, then he felt and arm around his shoulders. At first he flinched at the touch, then he leaned into it.

He felt awkward crying into the shoulder of someone he just met, someone he knew nothing about, other than his name was Wrenlou, but he didn't care. This kid cared for him, actually cared. Slowly, his sobs subsided and when he pulled away from the boy next to him, he found that he was offering a cup of water. He took it, downing the cool clear liquid with one gulp.

'You're not very... used to... affection, are you?'

Hiccup looked up, quickly wiping the tears from his face. He must have had a questioning look on his face because Wrenlou shrugged.

'You flinched. And I... noticed older scars...'

A small sob escaped his lips. He wasn't very used to affection. Or attention. He shook his head.

'No one here will hurt you, promise. Which... brings me to my... previous question. Are you in pain?'

'No... yes...'

'Hang on.'

Wrenlou stood up, walking across the room. Hiccup took a shuddering breath and felt a nudge. Toothless had moved a little closer, staring up at him. Hiccup smiled at the dragon and stroke his nose, a small purr escaped the dragon's throat.

'Here. It doesn't taste very... good, but it helps with the pain. If you can, drink it all in once.'

He took the cup from Wrenlou's hand, looking down in it. The liquid didn't look to bad. After taking a deep breath, he gulped it down, nearly gagging at the taste. It didn't just taste bad, it tasted foul. The now empty cup was replaced with one filled with water and he downed it eagerly. He looked up at Wrenlou, disgust still over his face.

'I know, not the best taste in the world. But it helps, doesn't it?'

Hiccup nodded. The pain he had felt since he had bursted out in tears was gone, once more reduced to a throb.

'Where am I? How do you know my language? Where is the white dragon? What...'

'Whoa hold on. I will... answer all your questions in due time. Right now, you need rest. Tons of it.'

'But... I just woke up...'

'Yes. From... unconsciousness. Now you need to _sleep._ Get some real rest. Don't worry, you're save here. And I will be right here.'

Hiccup said nothing. He stared at his hands and the cup he was still holding. He did feel really tired. He felt like he had run a thousand miles, and then some. But he couldn't sleep! He had so many questions he needed answered. Where was he? Had he really seen a white Night Fury? Was all this even real? Or was this just a figment of his imagination and was he still in that dark cell? He bit his lip and heard a chuckle. When he looked up, he found Wrenlou looking at him, a smile playing around his lips. There was a sparkle in those eyes he hadn't seen before. Wrenlou took the cup from his hands and gently pushed him down. Hiccup didn't struggle and let himself be tucked in.

Wrenlou went back to the chair and picked up the book he had been reading, settling down again, leaning against one armrest, legs slung over the other. Toothless crooned softly and Hiccup turned his head to the dragon, before turning over on his left side so he could face his friend. Whatever the foul tasting liquid had been, it worked wonders. If he didn't move he didn't feel the bandages covering his torso and he could pretend they weren't there. He placed his hand on Toothless' nose, the dragon exhaling slowly, his eyes sliding shut. While listening to the dragon's breathing and Wrenlou's soft murmuring, he too closed his eyes.

It wasn't long before he slept.
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He awoke slowly. For a moment he didn't remember where he was, then he felt the soft mattress he was laying and warm blankets covering him. He opened his eyes, almost immediately seeing Toothless' head in front of him. His hand had slid of the scaled nose, now laying next to the dragon. He twitched his fingers a bit, his hand stiff from the sleep, and Toothless opened his eyes.

'Hey bud.'

His voice had been a whisper, a little hoarse from sleep, but the dragon heard him. He wailed softly in response, before giving him a lick across his face. Instantly, Hiccup was wide awake, scurrying away from the dragon, wiping his face.

'Don't you hate it when they do that?'

His head jerked around. He had forgotten about Wrenlou. The boy was still sitting in the chair, his legs pulled up this time, and he was looking at them with amusement. Hiccup nodded and tried to sit up again. Unlike last time, the pain didn't come and he succeeded in getting up. By that time Wrenlou was at his side again, readjusting the pillows.

'Sleep well?'

Hiccup nodded. He had slept well. He had slept deep, without nightmares and he actually felt refreshed.

'Hungry?'

Before he could answer, his stomach answered for him, growling loudly. He could feel his face turning red as he put his hands on his stomach. He now realized he was hungry. He hadn't eaten since he had been captured and that was nearly a month ago! Was it even possible to survive that long without food? Maybe they had forced food down his throat while he had been unconscious or something. Anyway, he was hungry. So he nodded. Wrenlou stood up.

'I'll go see what they have in the Hall. Be right back. Don't move.'

Hiccup watched him go, the door closed softly. Then he sat back, scratching Toothless' chin and looked around the room. It was bigger than he had expected, without windows. To his left there was a curtain drawn over something that looked like a large gap. He frowned, what was that for?

The questions from before came to his mind again. Where was he? Wrenlou did not at all seem afraid of Toothless. And his last comment, _"Don't you hate it when they do that" _, plus the white dragon he had seen before... was Wrenlou a dragon rider? It could explain why Toothless was here with him, and not dead. He had found a beach... but now they were in a city. It had to be a city. He could heard faint voices, sometimes a shadow passed the curtain. And how could Wrenlou speak Norse? When he had first found him, he couldn't understand him. It wasn't possible to learn a language in just three weeks, was it?

He heard the door open and Wrenlou came back, sitting down on the edge of the bed. He handed him a bowl and Hiccup took it, his hands closing around it.

'Try not to upset your stomach.'

Hiccup looked up, taking the spoon Wrenlou offered him. The soup tasted like chicken and was warm, but not hot. The bowl was empty quickly and he licked his lips. He looked up at Wrenlou and held the bowl out to him, silently asking for more.

'I don't think that's a good idea... maybe later.'

Hiccup nodded. He understood. Although he was terribly hungry and the soup only filled so much, it was probably best to not eat too much at once. Wrenlou took the bowl from him, setting it on the ground before crossing his legs on the edge of the bed.

'I think you had questions?'

Hiccup nodded. 'I... I just don't know where to start...' He frowned. 'Where am I?'

Wrenlou smiled widely. 'Dragoncity.'

Hiccup's eyes widened. Did that mean...? 'Dragoncity? Is that...?'

'Alright. Let me start from the beginning. The island you found is called Night Fury Island. As it's name suggests, it's home of the Night Fury's. You won't find them in any other place in the world. Of course you did... find one...'

'Night Fury Island? You mean there's more than one?'

'More than one Night Fury? Yes. There are hundreds Hiccup. Thousands.'

His mind was racing. Thousands? Had they found the place where Toothless belonged after so wondering where he came from for so long? Could it really be here?

'And... Dragoncity?'

'Ah. The city itself was founded almost a thousand years ago by my ancestors. They called it Dragoncity because... well, because... Hiccup, Dragoncity is a city of dragon riders.'

His eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as he was staring at the boy in front of him. Dragon riders? A _whole_ city with _dragon riders_?

'Are you...?'

'A dragon rider? Yes I am. You met my dragon the day we found you, although I'm not sure if you remember that.'

Hiccup nodded. He did remember the white dragon. A white Night Fury.

'Her name is Snowflake. She's the only white Night Fury ever to exist.'

'Tell me more!'

'Okay... About what, exactly?'

'Well... everything. The city, the dragons, tell me about yourself.'

'I guess I could do that. My name is Wrenlou Dreycon, I am seventeen years old, I ride a white, female Night Fury called Snowflake, and I'm not supposed to be here with you.'

'Wait... what? Why not?'

'Right, now it becomes complicated... alright. Let me start with this: there are two cities. Dragoncity, the city of dragon riders and their dragons, and Lightcity, located on one of the other islands in the archipelago. Every one who isn't a dragon rider, lives in Lightcity.'

'But... how would you become a dragon rider?'

'Every five years, when the eggs hatch, the city is given five. Those five dragons choose a rider the moment they hatch. You see, Night Fury's choose their rider, not the other way around. So every five years, every one between the ages of fifteen and twenty are given the chance to become a dragon rider. You can always hope, but ultimately, it's up to the dragons.'

'Okay... but why are you not supposed to be here?'

'I was getting to that. The five new riders and their dragons go to a place called Learners Bay. That's where they learn how to be a rider, what to do and work together with their dragons. It's basically a school. And that's where I should be. At the moment. As in, right now. You see Hiccup, I'm still learning. It takes three years for a Night Fury to mature and be considered an adult, and I was chosen almost three years ago. Two and a half to be exact.'

'But... If you're not supposed to be here, why are you here?'

'They gave me permission to stay with you. I can be really persuasive. And I'm stubborn. Really stubborn. I would have stayed even if they hadn't given me permission.'

'Why? Why would you do that for me? I mean, you didn't even know me, and... and... and...'

He was stammering, unable to find the words to express his surprise. He felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up.

'I did what I did because it was the right thing to do. I don't know where you came from or why they treated you the way they did, and frankly I don't care. All I know is that when I found you on that beach, you were in need of help. You would have died without it, and I just couldn't let that happen.'

Hiccup took a deep breath. He wasn't really able to fathom all he had just heard. He was on the home island of Night Fury's in a city filled with dragon riders. The one that had helped him, Wrenlou, was a dragon rider himself! The thoughts and words were spinning though his head. His most important question had been answered, he knew where he was now, but he still had questions. He looked up again, his eyes meeting Wrenlou's.

'How do you know my language?'

'Well...' Wrenlou made a gesture to the chair and the books thrown around the room. 'I had a lot of time to read.'

'You learned it by _reading_? Just like that?'

'Languages is something I pick up really fast, and yours wasn't really hard to be honest.'

Hiccup was staring at him in total shock. Wrenlou had defied orders to stay with him. He had learned his language, to be able to talk to him. He cared for him, brought him food, worried when he was in pain. He had done all that, for someone he didn't know. It touched something, deep inside his heart. A feeling he wasn't familiar with. He felt tears burn and immediately Wrenlou's expression changed. He had that same worried look in his eyes he had seen the night before.

'Hiccup? Did I say something wrong?'

Hiccup shook his head, violently wiping the tears from his face. He would not cry, not this time. Toothless crooned softly, concerned and nudged his shoulder gently.

'You did so much for me, and I don't even know you. Where I come from, people... people didn't care about me at all. They just...'

He turned away from the boy in front of him, unwilling to show him his tears. He felt a hand on his back, careful with the bandages and sobbed once. His back... how bad was it? There had to be a wound, had to be. But how bad was it?

'My back... what... how bad...'

'How bad is it?' He turned around to face Wrenlou again and nodded. The other boy sighed. 'There is a large gash all across, from your right shoulder to your left hip. You're lucky to be alive. It will heal, but it will leave a scar.'

Hiccup bit his lip, trying to fight back new tears. He had known it had to be bad, but he never expected it to run all the way across. But the news that it would leave a scar was what hit him the hardest. He would always be reminded of that man now, it would always be visible and if he were to take off his shirt in front of people, they would notice. He took a deep breath and took the cup of water Wrenlou had silently gotten for him.

'Alright?'

That simple word send warmth through his body. He didn't need any explanation to what Wrenlou meant. He nodded. He would be alright. He would be able to live with a scar the rest of his life if it meant he would live.

'Want to meet Snowflake?'

His head shot up and he was violently nodding. Wrenlou smiled and stood up, walking towards the curtain. When he pulled it open, Hiccup's jaw dropped. He wasn't on ground level as he had expected. He was up high, facing more rooms like his. Wrenlou turned around and smiled seeing his surprised face. Hiccup stared outside, leaning forward as much as he could. He wanted to see more. He wanted to see the city itself. Wrenlou cupped his hands around his mouth and let out a cry similar to a Night Fury call. It was answered from all sides, dragons chirped and crooning where Hiccup couldn't see them. Then he heard a shriek.

And that's when he saw the dragon.

She was flying straight at the opening, white wings beating furiously and she landed practically on top of Wrenlou. She cooed happily and started licking his face, much like Toothless would do sometimes.

Snowflake! Get off... ugh, this is so disgusting...'

Wrenlou wriggled from under the dragon and she sat back. Hiccup was staring at her. She was a Night Fury. In every sense of the word, a Night Fury. The head was the same, the tail, with two fins, even the spines along her back were the same. But she was completely white, and it was beautiful.

'She's... she's so pretty...'

The dragon turned her head and Wrenlou looked up. Hiccup's jaw dropped when he saw their eyes. The dragon had the same ayes as Wrenlou, only her right was blue while her left was green. She looked at her rider, who smiled at her and then she got closer. Toothless growled softly ans she shied away, but Hiccup reached a hand out to her. Stretching her neck, she sniffed his outstretched hand, then pressed her nose into his palm.

After a moment she pulled back an wrinkled her nose, her eyes looking at him with a same sort of sparkle he had seen in Wrenlou's eyes the first time. Hiccup now saw that the dragon wasn't wearing a saddle or harness of any kind.

'How do you ride her?'

'How... well like you do. I'm not allowed to ride her outside the bay, except when I'm going back to the bay, so I took off the saddle.'

Hiccup didn't respond. It made sense. He was now scratching Snowflake's chin, and the dragon was purring contently. A low growl from Toothless had Hiccup turn to his own dragon and he started scratching his chin as well.

'Want to see more of the city?'

He looked up. Wrenlou had moved the chair to the gap and was looking at him questioningly. He nodded, his hair flying around his head. He wanted to see more of the city. He wanted to se more of the island. Wrenlou smiled and pushed the dragon aside. Snowflake huffed, but curled her tail around her paws as she sat down. When Hiccup made a move to get up, Wrenlou hooked one arm under his shoulders, and another under his knees and simply lifted him from the bed. Hiccup blushed. He had forgotten he didn't weigh much. Wrenlou sat him down in the chair, an now he could see the city. His jaw dropped.

He was maybe three or four floors up, he couldn't really tell, but he was pretty high above the ground. Dragons and humans were walking over the plaza, most dragons wearing a saddle. There was a large building on the edge of the plaza that looked a lot like the Great Hall back on Berk. He looked to the rooms on the other side and now realized that they were nestled in the wall of a mountain. He could only guess the room he was in was similar design. There were trees speckled over the plaza, along the edge of it and he could see the streets leading away from the large oval space were also lined with trees. Dragons were chirping and chatting, purring and crooning. He could see them napping in piles, lazily eating fish. There were so many.

Toothless came up to him and he hugged the dragon, his arms barely reaching around the dragon's neck.

'You see them Toothless? Look at all of them.'

The dragon crooned, looking into the city below. Tearing his eyes away from the scene, Hiccup looked at Wrenlou.

'Do you... do you think I could stay?'

'Well... the Council has been talking about that ever since you arrived. The Council is like our government. Twelve dragon riders and twelve non-dragon riders. But it really hinges on what you decide. You can stay if you want. You would join us in Learners Bay.'

'You hear that bud? We may have found a home for us.'

Toothless wailed loudly, immediately getting turning heads on the plaza below. Some dragons answered, some of the riders waved at them, and Hiccup felt another trail of warmth flow through him. Toothless wailed again, softer this time and tried to lick his hair. He managed to push the dragon away.

'How did you do it?'

Hiccup looked up. 'Do what?'

Wrenlou pointed at Toothless. 'You befriended an adult Night Fury. All the riders, every singe one, always get their dragons moments after they hatch, a baby. You somehow managed to befriend an adult Night Fury. And he's about sixteen years old, which makes it even more impressive. And what happened to his tail?'

'I... It's kind of a long story...'

'We have time. Plenty of it. So start talking.'
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'You did what!?'

Hiccup glanced over at Wrenlou. The boy was staring at him with utter disbelief written all over his face.

'I... eh... I shot him down...'

'You... _shot_... him down... why would you even do that!'

'Well... eh... I... you see, I was...'

'Come on, spit it out. Why would you shoot down a Night Fury, then help it to fly again?'

'Oh gods... okay. Berk is at war with the dragons.'

'At war? But how...'

'Look, I can't tell you the story if you keep interrupting me.'

'Sorry.' Wrenlou mumbled.

'Right. So we're at war. And I was trying to prove to my dad that I could be a real viking.'

'Wait... you weren't a real viking before?'

Hiccup turned his head away, staring at the plaza below. Then he took a deep breath. 'Not the way my father wanted me to be. I'm way too small for a viking. But I really don't want to talk about that.'

Wrenlou nodded, running a hand through his black hair, spiking it in every direction. Hiccup chuckled at the sight.

'Anyway, I wanted to make my father proud, so the last dragon raid I went out, even if I wasn't supposed to, with this thing I invented. A sort of catapult and wheelbarrow combined, and I went to a hill. There I waited. I hit him by chance really. It was the middle of the night and I couldn't see a thing, but I hit him. But no one would believe me and I went to look for him myself the day after.'

'No one believed you shot down a freaking _Night Fury? _Man, are they stupid.'

'Yeah. I went looking for him, which wasn't easy, but I found him. And when I did, I... I wanted to kill him, to take his heart to my father, but I couldn't. I couldn't do it. 300 years and I'm the first viking who wouldn't kill a dragon.'

'Why not?'

'I... I'm not sure... I looked in his eyes and saw my fear reflected in them. I looked at him, and saw myself. So I set him free. At that moment I had no idea what had happened to his tail. He could have killed me, right there on the spot, but he didn't. He just roared in my face and took off.'

'That was lucky. I know a few dragons who would have bitten your head clean off.'

'I know, I couldn't believe it myself. Anyway, when I got home, my dad announced that he would go look for the dragons nest one last time before the ice set in, and that I was to start dragon training in the morning.'

'Dragon training? What's that?'

'It's basically where we learn how to kill dragons. I tried to talk to him, to tell him that I couldn't kill dragons, but as usual, he didn't listen. So the next day, I went to dragon training. There I learned that dragons supposedly always go for the kill. That got me thinking. Toothless could have killed me. He didn't. Why was that if dragons were all such ferocious killers? I went back to the place I had last seen him, went in the direction he flew off to, and found him stuck in some cove. He was grounded because of his tail, and starving, so the next day I brought him some food. He approached, tentatively, and wouldn't come closer until I had thrown away my dagger. After I gave him the fish, he wanted more, but I didn't have more. And suddenly I found myself backed up against a rock with half a regurgitated fish in my lap and a dragon eyeing me expectingly.'

'He made you eat it, didn't he?'

Hiccup nodded, surprised. 'He seemed contend with one bite, but he made me swallow it. The taste of raw fish...'

'Don't start. Snowflake does that all the time. I recently got her to roast it for me, but at first...' He shuddered.

Hiccup smiled. 'After that I went back every day and gradually he started to trust me. He would even go to sleep with me there. He didn't let me touch him at first, but one day, I was sitting on this rock, drawing his face in the sand and he comes up to me. He looks at what I'm doing, then saunters off. The next thing I know I hear a loud _crack_ and he starts walking around me, half a tree in his mouth, drawing his own pattern on the ground. After he's finished he's drawn it all around the rock and he sits down, looking completely happy with what he made. I don't think it represented something, but he saw something in it, because when I stepped on the lines, he growled.'

Wrenlou smiled. 'Night Fury's are very playful when you get to know them.'

'I know, right? And to imagine we called them the unholy offspring of lighting and death itself.'

'Really? You did that?'

Hiccup nodded. 'But anyways, after some sort of funny dance stepping between the lines he drew, I find him behind me. And I decide to do the stupidest thing ever. If my father would have seen that, he would have killed the dragon on the spot and given me a day long speech about how we not play with dragons. But at that moment, I guess it seemed like a good idea.'

'So what did you do?'

'I reached out to him. At first he growled, but when I turned my head away, he pressed his nose against my palm. That was the moment we really bonded. After that, well, I build him a new tail, but discovered it wouldn't work on it's own, and that I needed to be on his back with him. At first he seemed to resent the idea, but then he embraced it. And after our first flight, I was hooked on flying.'

'Yeah it's quite a feeling. It can be addictive.'

'I learned so much from him! I learned that dragons aren't what we thought they are. Dragon Nip...'

'Chasing lights?'

Hiccup nodded. 'I used all that I learned in dragon training, and I became the best. I got so good that the village elder chose me for the Final Exam. The Final Exam means I would have to kill a dragon... while the entire village was watching me. But it was all wrong. For the first time my father was proud of me, and for the first time that wasn't what I wanted.'

'You couldn't kill the dragon.'

'I would never be able to kill a dragon. That's... that's when I decided it was best if we left... me and Toothless. My dad would have killed him if he had found out about him. I couldn't let that happen.'

'How long have you been alone?'

'I left about seven... no, eight months ago.'

'Eight mo... really? Eight months on your own?'

'I wasn't alone, I had Toothless.'

'But no human companionship.'

'It's not like I ever had that.' Hiccup mumbled. He wasn't sure Wrenlou had heard it.

'You do now.'

He looked up. His eyes met Wrenlou's. The boy was smiling, the sparkle in his eyes clearly visible. Hiccup smiled back, turning to the dragon when Toothless nudged him gently.

'Wrenlou? How did he get up here?'

'I flew him up. When I found you on that beach, I wanted to fly you back on Snowflake. But then he stopped me, showed me his tail. I spend an hour trying to get that thing under control enough to be able to fly him and you back.'

'You did that? To save me?'

'Yep. I totally did. Accept it Hiccup, I will be here every step of the way if you decide to stay. Because if you decide to stay, you'll have a whole new life to adjust to, a new language to learn. It's not going t be easy, but you're not alone anymore.'

'You would help me?'

'Did you think I would save your life, make you feel heard, become your friend and than ditch you? That's not the way things work in Dragoncity Hiccup. Here, people stick together, look out for each other. All the dragon riders are one big family. If you stay, you become part of that family. Probably part of mine, because I am not letting you out of my sight until I know you can fend for yourself. Probably not after that either.'

Hiccup smiled shyly. 'You would really do that for me?'

Wrenlou put a hand on his shoulder, the other on his heart. 'I swear it.'

'But why?'

'Because you're a nice kid. Because I knew there was something special about you the moment I saw you on that beach. Because it's the right thing to do. Because I know somewhat what it's like to be bullied.'

'Hiccup frowned. 'You do?'

'Yeah, well... Snowflake isn't exactly what you would call an average Night Fury. Some of the other riders resent her, don't want her around their dragons. They call her all kinds of things. It affects both of us.'

'I... I didn't realize...'

'I'm not exactly the cool kid around here Hiccup. You would think that having a white dragon is cool, that the others would find it cool, and don't get me wrong, plenty of people do, there's just some who have to spoil the fun. I wouldn't want any other dragon though.'

'Do you think they'll make fun of Toothless? For having half a tail?'

'Maybe. But Hiccup, a dragons tailfin can grow back.'

Hiccup sat up sharply, cringing a little at the pain in his back. 'Really?'

'Yes. It takes ages though. It could take anywhere between fifty to eighty years for it to fully grow back, but grow back it will.'

'If we life that long. In eighty years I will be ninety-six, I don't think I'll be doing much flying then.'

Wrenlou laughed. 'Maybe. Who knows. Maybe you'll be missing an arm or something in eighty years.'

'Missing an arm?'

'Or a leg I don't know. A lot can happen in eighty years. Maybe you'll be bald. Or humpbacked. Maybe you'll have a beard that reaches half way across the plaza. Maybe your hair will be white. Lots and lots of possibilities.'

'I can't imagine what it would be like to miss a leg or something. Are many people missing limbs here?'

'Depends on what you call many. There are around sixty riders at the moment, us included, and four of them are missing a limb. Three of them are missing an arm, so I guess that, statistically, you're more likely to lose and arm.'

Hiccup looked down on his hands. He couldn't imagine having to miss one. And what if he would lose his dominant left? How would he write? Draw? He felt a hand on his shoulder, the other lifting his chin.

'Don't think about losing limbs. Think about if you want to stay or not. Think about everything we could teach you if you did stay. You're far from danger at the moment, don't throw your mind back into it.'

Hiccup smiled at him and looked down on the plaza again. Had he not left Berk to find a place for him and Toothless? Had he not wanted to find a place where they would be accepted? He bit his lip, still unsure.

'Why don't you get back into bed and get some rest. You don't have to decide right away, there is plenty of time for that later.'

Hiccup nodded. The little trip to the chair and talking way more than he had ever talked had eaten away his energy. He allowed Wrenlou to carry him to the bed again, but didn't want to lay down just yet. So Wrenlou set him down with the pillows in his back, the blanket draped around his knees.

'Alright. I have to go take care of some things, but I will be back as soon as possible, okay? I will leave Snowflake here. Do you want it open?'

He gestured to the curtain. Hiccup looked out to the small bit of the city he could see and nodded.

'Wrenlou? Where's my saddlebag?'

'Saddlebag...? Oh! Hang on...'

Wrenlou disappeared from view for a moment, then came back.

'Here you go. I have to go now, I'll be right back.'

'Wrenlou!'

'What is it?'

'I want to stay! I want to stay and learn. I want to be part of the family.'

Wrenlou smiled widely before nodding. 'And so you will be, believe me, you will be. I guess I'll add that to my list of things to do. "Tell the council Hiccup stays." Very important, don't forget.'

Hiccup laughed at Wrenlou while he mimed writing on a sheet of paper. Wrenlou pretended to fold the paper and put it in his pocket, then he winked at Hiccup.

'All craziness aside, I'm glad you decided to stay. I have started to enjoy your company. You're a nice kid Hiccup, no matter what anyone says, and I like you. I guess you could call me your friend. If that's what you want.'

Hiccup chuckled, looking down on the bag. 'You make me laugh. You're the first to make me laugh. You're also the first to care about me.'

'Hmm... What about Toothless? He cares.'

'Fine. The second to care about me. But the first human!'

'Yeah yeah alright. I really should be going now.'

'Wrenlou? Could you bring more soup later?'

'I think I can.' He turned to the door and sighed. 'Now I have to walk 287 steps down. I hate stairs. I hate not being allowed to fly. It would make things so much easier.' He looked back to Hiccup. 'If you need anything, send Snowflake to come and find me. I will ignore the no flying rule and take the easy way up.'

Hiccup smiled and pulled his notebook out of the saddleback. He heard Wrenlou open the door and mumble another: "I hate stairs", then the door closed softly. Snowflake curled up on the floor next to the bed, Toothless put his head on Hiccup's legs. Smiling, Hiccup scratched the dragon's head, before he opened his notebook.

He flipped through the pages, several different designs for Toothless' tailfin and saddle, but also numerous other things he encountered passing before his eyes. He stopped at the first empty page and dug his pencil out of the bag. Thank Thor it wasn't broken. He took a deep breath and closed his eyes, before quickly recreating the plaza and the buildings on the page. It was a rough sketch, but recognizable. Then he wrote something above it, in Norse runes.

_I am home._

_~0~0~0~_

_Should I end here? I have some ideas on how to continue, but I could also make that a new story. What do you think? What do you want? Review and let me know!_
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'Hiccup! Hiccup, wake up!'

Hiccup groaned and turned away from Wrenlou, pulling the blanket over his head. He had no idea where Wrenlou got his energy in the morning, but he was always bouncing.

'Come on, get up!'

'Five more minutes...' He mumbled. He heard Wrenlou sigh.

'Don't make me pull this blanket off you again.'

That got him and he sat up, rubbing his eyes. The sun had risen already and when he looked up at Wrenlou, he saw he was standing there with a wide smile.

'Ready to go exploring? We have another week before we have to go to Learners Bay, you can spend it here or explore the city.'

Explore? Leave the room he had been stuck in for a week since waking up?

'I brought you some clothes. I'm afraid your tunic was rather... torn up... I could bring you your old boots if you want to, but I think they would be very hot here.'

Hiccup looked at the pile of clothes Wrenlou was holding. 'No... it's fine. I don't want them anymore.'

'Okay. Here you go. Oh, wait.'

Before he left, Wrenlou went to the gap and closed the curtain, pulling it across. The he turned to Hiccup. 'I will wait outside, okay?'

'But I haven't even eaten yet!'

'Where do you think we will go first? Don't worry Hiccup, you will get your food. Plenty of it.'

With that he left. Hiccup rubbed his eyes again, wiping away the last bit of sleep. It had only been a week since he had woken up, but what a week it had been. Wrenlou had always been there, telling stories, talking about stupid stuff. He had been laughing more than in his entire life on Berk, talking more than he ever had. He had even forgotten about the wound on his back. The pain had gone and Wrenlou had said that it was healing nicely, and yesterday he had come back with the announcement that they would leave for Learners Bay in a week.

He had never been so excited and scared at the same time.

He quickly slipped into the simple light-blue tunic and brown pants Wrenlou bought him. Then he put on the boots and stood up. He was a little unsteady at his feet, his energy was still low and his body had not yet fully recovered from the shock of imprisonment an torture, but he didn't fall. Toothless looked up and crooned.

'I'll be fine bud. Really. I'll have Wrenlou with me, don't worry.'

The dragon got up and stretched his body, yawning widely. Then he trotted over to the boy, giving him a lick across his face.

'Toothless! You have to stop doing that! It's so disgusting, really.'

Toothless crooned softly and pushed his nose against Hiccup's shoulder. Hiccup put his arms around the dragon's neck, burying his face in the warm scales.

'I'll be back tonight okay? I promise. Oh don't give me that look, I will be perfectly fine. Don't worry about me.'

The dragon wailed loudly and plopped on the ground, curling his tail around his paws and resting his head on his paws. Hiccup smiled and walked to the door. When he opened it, he found Wrenlou leaning against the wall.

'Done? Ready to go?'

Hiccup nodded and looked back to Toothless. Wrenlou followed his gaze.

'Wait up. Let's open the curtain so Snowflake can come in.'

Hiccup looked around the hallway. It wasn't really anything special. It was made from the same white stone as the rest, torches placed along the wall with regular intervals. The ceiling was rounded, like the room.

'Alright. Let's go. I hope you are ready to walk 287 steps down.'

Hiccup took a deep breath and nodded. Then he followed Wrenlou. The stairs were long and winding, and when he started to get dizzy, they were finally downstairs.

'I have to warn you, it can be crowded. So don't lose me, okay?'

After Hiccup nodded, Wrenlou pushed the door open and stepped outside. Hiccup followed him, a little hesitant. The heat washed over him unlike anything he had ever felt before. The chirping and purring from the dragons surrounded him on every side. The plaza was filled with dragons and their riders.

'Right. Let's go get some breakfast shall we?'

Hiccup followed Wrenlou across the plaza, wings and tails brushing past him. He was occasionally bumping into people because he was staring at the buildings, the trees, the many Night Fury's. Every single dragon rider was taller than he was, and he soon came to the conclusion that he was probably the youngest in Dragoncity at the moment.

Wrenlou led him to a large building on the edge of the plaza, the same building he had seen from his room. They went inside and Hiccup's jaw dropped. It may have looked like the Great Hall on the outside, it certainly didn't do so on the inside. Sure, there was a fire in the middle and there were long tables and benches, but the center pole that held up the roof of the Great Hall, wasn't present here. There were no support beams what so ever, leaving the space completely open. Sunlight poured in from all sides, giving the space an open feeling. When he looked up, he could see that the roof was open, allowing more sunlight in.

There were banners and paintings along the walls, along with portraits of both dragons and riders.

'Okay, sit down. I will get breakfast.'

Wrenlou gestured to a table and Hiccup nodded. Wrenlou left, and Hiccup let his eyes wander. There were only a few people in the Hall, but there were no dragons. The paintings on the wall caught his attention again.

'Those are the council members and their dragons. And the banners are the banners from every family that has dragon riders here.'

He looked up. Wrenlou had come back, handing him a bowl and some bread before sitting down. Hiccup took the bread and ducked it in the soup.

'So, which one is yours?'

'Mine isn't here yet. First generation dragon rider for my family. So, where do you want to go?'

'Where...? I... I don't know.'

'Okay, here's what I thought. We go see the healer first. She can take a look at your back if you want. After that, I could show you around the city. How does that sound?'

Hiccup nodded, chewing on his bread.

'Great! And don't forget, we have a whole week to fill. We could go anywhere you want.'

Hiccup smiled widely. It was nice that someone cared about what he wanted. 'Can we go to Lightcity?'

Wrenlou frowned, his spoon stopping halfway to his mouth. 'That might be trickier, but I could try.'

It was silent while they were eating. Hiccup finished quickly, eager to get out and explore and he was nearly bouncing while Wrenlou finished his own breakfast a little slower. They left the bowls on the table, Wrenlou assuring Hiccup that it was fine that way. Once they stepped outside, the sun stung there eyes for a moment.

'Alright. The healers first. This way.'

Hiccup followed Wrenlou along the edge of the plaza, passing in and out of the shade cast by the trees. He had never seen trees like this. They were tall, their trunks completely void of any branches. The top was adorned with long leaves, swaying in the breeze.

'Wrenlou? What kind of tree is that?'

'Palm tree. I will tell you about it later. Here we are.'

Hiccup looked at the building in front of him. It was smaller than the Hall, but build with the same stone. Wrenlou pushed the door open and beckoned him inside.

'Is this where the healer lives?'

Wrenlou chuckled while closing the door. 'No. this is where the sick and wounded are treated. The only reason you weren't here is because you didn't know anything about us. We thought it better to keep you separated. We call it a hospital. Wait here a moment please.'

He left Hiccup standing in the hall. The boy looked around. There were potted plants along the corridor, light coming in from many windows. The place smelled funny, fresh, almost like flowers. He didn't have to wait long. Wrenlou came back quickly, followed by a woman with long, flowing blonde hair. She said something, then gestured to follow her.

She led them to a small room without windows. There was a bed in the middle, and a cabinet to the side. There were a couple chairs, and that was it. Hiccup looked at Wrenlou when the woman spoke again.

'She wants you to sit down and take off your shirt. Don't be afraid, I'll be here, okay?'

Hiccup nodded, moving to the bed and sitting down a little hesitant. After taking a deep breath, he pulled his tunic over his head, exposing the bandages to the woman. She sat down next to him and gently began to unwrap them. He shuddered when the wound was exposed and she carefully ran a finger along the skin. She spoke again, and immediately he looked at Wrenlou again.

'She says it's healing nicely. She will put something on it to help it heal faster and bandage it again.'

'I want to see.'

Wrenlou hesitated a moment, before translating for the healer. He felt how she put a hand on his shoulder, squeezing it gently. He heard her ask a question and ducked his head, afraid he had asked something impossible.

'Are you sure?'

He looked at Wrenlou. His friend had a worried look in his eyes, the look he had seen before. He nodded, taking a deep breath. The gesture needed no translation and the woman left. He stared at his hands, a little scared. Then she was back, lightly touching his shoulder. She pointed to two large mirrors. He slid off the bed, and walked over, guided by her hands. Suddenly he didn't want to see anymore, but he had to know. So he let her place him between the two mirrors, staring at his boots. She lifted his chin with a gentle hand and he looked into her eyes for a moment, before he turned his head.

He gasped, almost breaking out in tears on the spot.

The wound had closed, but now it left an angry red mark across his back. He turned his gaze to the ground again and bit his lip. He was shaking. He hadn't been expecting it to be that bad. Wrenlou had told him it had been all across his back, but he had somehow hoped it wouldn't be so visible.

He suddenly found himself in the embrace of two warm arms, soft hands stroking his head. He sniffed once against the woman's chest, but was able to contain the rest of his tears. She held him for a moment, silently hushing him, then she lifted him from the ground and carried him to the bed.

After she sat him down she went to the cabinet. He kept his head down until he felt a hand on his shoulder. When he looked up, his eyes met Wrenlou's.

'It will fade with time, believe me. And it looked a lot worse at first.'

Hiccup managed a weak smile and looked up when the woman returned. She said something to him, and his eyes shot to Wrenlou.

'She needs you to lay down on your stomach. Don't worry, she'll be done in no time.'

Hiccup did as she had asked, resting his head on his arms. He felt her hands on his back, rubbing something on the healing wound. It stung a little at first, but then it soothed all pain that had lingered. After she had bandaged it again, she handed him his shirt. Still sitting on the edge of the bed he slipped it on. She straightened it out for him and ran a hand through his hair. He smiled up at her and she smiled back, before placing a kiss on his forehead. Then she turned to Wrenlou, saying something to him.

'We can go. Are you coming?'

Hiccup nodded and slid of the bed. Before he followed Wrenlou out the door, he hugged the woman tightly and felt her return his hug after a short moment. Then he bolted out the door, running after Wrenlou.

'She's nice.'

'Yes she is. She's like a mother to all her patients. She has been taking care of you for all this time.'

Hiccup didn't say anything while they left the building, and once they were outside, Wrenlou stopped.

'Is something wrong?'

'I guess...' Hiccup looked up. 'I guess I didn't expect it to look like that.'

Wrenlou sighed. 'Believe me when I say, it could have been worse.'

'I could have died, I know, but still... it's going to be there for the rest of my life. That's a little hard to accept at the moment.'

'But it won't look like that the rest of your life. Hiccup, don't let it get you down. You're alive. I'm glad you're alive. Now, lets get down to the docks okay? I can tell you about palm trees.'

Hiccup looked at the tall tree standing next to him, with it's bare trunk and tuft of leaves. Then he smiled, determined not to be sad because of his back. He followed Wrenlou down the road, more and more trees lining it.

'So, palm trees, right?'

'Yep, these are date palms. Meaning they grow dates. It's a kind of fruit, about this big. We usually dry them. They're quite delicious really, but you must like it.'

'But, why do they look like that? Where are all the branches?'

'They don't have any. I have no idea why they look like that, they just do. Wait, here.'

Wrenlou picked up a fallen leaf and gave it to Hiccup. It looked like a long stick with dozens of tiny leaves stuck to it. He waved it around, the leaf making a swishing sound and he chuckled.

They reached the docks, and immediately Hiccup was stunned by the many ships swaying on the water. They walked across the wooden pier, the wood creaking beneath their feet. The ocean was azure blue, tiny waves rippled across the surface. Hiccup stood gaping.

'It's... beautiful...' He whispered.

They stood for a while, watching the ships come and go, lazily gliding across the water in the gentle breeze.

'Where are they going?'

'Lightcity. Other islands. Other countries. Many of those ships are trading ships bringing supplies like food and leather and other stuff. We trade them for dates, among other things. Have you ever heard of coconuts?'

'Hiccup shook his head. He was beginning to realize he had a lot more to learn than just the language.

'Coconuts also grow on palm trees, albeit a different kind of palm tree. It's like a large round thing, really hard to crack open. It's green when it's not entirely ripe, and inside is what we call coconut water. It's quite delicious. And when you let them grow a little more, they turn brown and are even harder to open. I will show you one later okay?'

Hiccup nodded, still in awe about the many ships. When he looked down at the water, he saw that it was so clear he could see the bottom. There were many sea creatures flashing in his vision, but one larger thing caught his attention. It looked like a round object, with four fin like appendages and a round, bulbous head.

'Wrenlou? What is that?'

Wrenlou followed his finger and smiled. 'Sea turtle. Wait a minute.'

He slipped into the water which was barely reaching his knees and plucked the animal from the sea. Hiccup staggered back when Wrenlou set it on the pier, then climbed back up.

'Don't be afraid, it doesn't bite. It's really gentle. Come, take a look. If you're going to stay, might as well start learning, right?'

Hiccup came closer, not taking his eyes of the animal Wrenlou was holding. The round shape of it's body was hard, the fins hanging down uselessly. He reached out, just as tentative as when he had first trained Toothless, and touched the shell. It was smoother then he expected.

'Want to hold it?'

'Are you sure that's save?'

'Sure it is. Come on, sit down.'

Hiccup sat down, letting his legs hung over the side of the pier and Wrenlou set the turtle down on his lap. The he sat down next to him, pulling of his boots and emptying them. He left them laying on the pier to dry. Hiccup was past his fear of the turtle and was stroking it, carefully sliding a finger over it's shell and it's flippers.

'This is a young one, they can get a lot bigger. And they can live to be really, really old.'

'Really? How old?'

'Some species can live up to be a hundred years old. This one is probably around twenty. So it's older than you!'

'And you.' Hiccup remarked, amazed by the creature that lay in his lap. 'Tell me more about it.'

'Well, this species is called the green sea turtle...'

'But it's brown!'

'I have no idea why they called it that. Maybe because most adults have a olive green colour. Anyways, adults can grow up to 5 ft in length. As you can see there are five central scutes, flanked by four on either side. And if you flip it over...' He picked up the turtle, holding it so Hiccup could see it's belly. 'You can see that there are four pairs of scutes covering it's belly.'

'Awesome.' Hiccup took the turtle from Wrenlou again, carefully putting it back on his lap.

'When they hatch, they can fit in a hand. They're so small then. And to think that they can grow up to 5 ft in length... all though that does take ages.'

'It's awesome. I like turtles.'

Wrenlou laughed. 'You best let him swim again.'

Hiccup nodded and took the turtle from his lap. He gave the animal to Wrenlou who had slipped back in the water. After being released, the turtle swam a few lazy rounds, before disappeared under the pier. After climbing back up, Wrenlou picked up his boots.

'Well then. Hiccup, have you ever eaten oranges?'
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Hiccup wriggled his toes in the sand. The soft, tiny grains of the white beach were warm under his feet. It was their second day of exploration, and Wrenlou had taken him to a beach not far from the city. Everything on the island was warm. The air, the sand, the ocean... it was completely opposite of Berk where it had been always freezing.

His light-blue tunic was laying next to him. He had pulled it off when the heat had become too much. He didn't quite understand how all the riders could withstand it in their leather suits. They had to be melting. And the dragons! He had learned that the black colour of Toothless' scales would heat up a lot faster than anything else in the sun, and then he had to come from such a ridiculous hot place.

That didn't temper his fascination with the island and it's inhabitants. After leaving the docks yesterday, Wrenlou had taken him to little shop, where all kinds of different fruits had been displayed. He had showed him oranges, coconuts, dates and pineapples. All these things had tasted weird to him, and he hadn't really liked the taste of the pineapples, but he had found he rather liked the sweet/sour taste of the oranges.

So now here he was, staring at the water, moving his feet in the sand, nibbling on another orange. Peeling it was a bit of a challenge, but Wrenlou had said it would get easier with time. He sighed and laid down, the sand tickling his back. He probably had to go to the healer afterwards to have the bandages changed again, but at the moment he didn't really care. He stared up to the sky. It was blue, completely void of clouds, leaving no place for the sun to hide. He closed his eyes, taking a bite from the piece of orange. How he longed to fly in that sky... to feel the wind pull on his hair, his clothes... feel the beating of the dragon's wings. How he longed to feel the freedom of flight again.

He sat up when he heard splashing and smiled when he saw Toothless dancing around in the ocean, either chasing shadows or fish. He was suddenly jumped by Snowflake, the smaller dragon clinging onto his back. He heard a chuckle and looked at Wrenlou next to him.

The boy was leaning on his arms, laying on his stomach. He too had pulled his shirt off, and Hiccup couldn't help but feel a little jealous. There was no signs of scarring what so ever on Wrenlou's back or chest, and his life in the sun had left him with a nice, even tan. Hiccup looked down on his own freckled arms and wondered if he would ever get the tan Wrenlou possessed. At the moment, he just seemed to be gaining freckles every day he was in the sun.

He took a deep breath and slowly ate the last piece of his orange. He looked at the bag Wrenlou brought, knowing there were more. Wrenlou caught him looking and sat up, crossing his legs.

'You know, you are going to eat all the oranges in Dragoncity singlehandedly if you keep it up.'

Hiccup ducked his head, avoiding Wrenlou's gaze, his hair falling over his eyes. It had grown in his time away, being far longer than he ever had it. He wiped it from his eyes and looked up again when he heard Wrenlou laugh.

'Don't worry about it. It's good you have your appetite back. May help you to build some muscles. Here.'

Hiccup took the orange from Wrenlou, staring at his arms. Even compared to Wrenlou's slim frame he was scrawny. Although he had build up some muscle in his time alone with Toothless, being bedridden for nearly a month had eaten away more than just his energy. He glanced at Wrenlou from behind his hair. The boy wasn't extremely muscular, but he was definitely more muscular than he was. He was also taller than Hiccup was, but not towering over him like the other riders he had seen.

Wrenlou ran a hand through his hair, and Hiccup sat up. There was a scar on the underside of Wrenlou's right upper arm, something that looked like it was made with a knife or claws.

'How'd you get that?'

Wrenlou frowned while he twisted his arm to see the scar, not quite succeeding.

'Eh... Snowflake did it. When she was a lot younger. Why?'

Hiccup shrugged, unable to speak with his mouth full of orange. 'Juft curiouf.'

Wrenlou chuckled, pulling out another orange. After peeling it quickly, he picked it apart, separating the pieces, before eating three at once.

'Wrenlou? Can you tell me about your family?'

'My family...? You mean my parents?'

Hiccup nodded, noticing regretfully he had already finished his third orange of the day. Wrenlou's hand appeared in his field of vision, offering him more of the delicious fruit.

'I suppose I could. What do you want to know?'

'Just... I don't know...'

'Hmm... Well, I have one older brother, Broghan. You will meet him, he's a dragon rider too. Two younger sisters.'

'Are they dragon riders?'

'No silly, they're too young for that. Anyway, my dad was a trader until he lost three fingers on his left hand in a freak rigging accident on one of his boats. I was about seven months old when that happened, so I really don't remember him with a full hand. After that, he delegated the whole thing to his brother and stayed at home. He's a Council member now, among the non-dragon rider department.'

'The Council? That's like a high position, right?'

'It is. And it's not easy to get in. Alright, let me see if I can explain this right... The twelve dragon riders in the Council are the twelve oldest riders in the city. That part is pretty straight forward. If one dies, the oldest rider takes his place. That is mainly because there aren't many riders. But the non-rider members are chosen differently. When a place becomes available, the remaining members choose someone, someone at random, from the city and send him a request. You can still refuse if you don't want to do it, but that has never happened before.'

'So your father was asked for the job?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Yup. That was ten years ago now. My mother works in the Council building as well. She's what you'd call a secretary. She makes notes of all the meetings. The Council itself is seated in the center of Lightcity.'

'So when you said that you were going to tell the Council I would stay... you went to Lightcity?'

'No. Just one of the Council members in Dragoncity.'

Hiccup tucked a lock of hair behind his ear. He was getting increasingly annoyed with the fact it would fall over his face all the time, slipping from behind his ear. On Berk he wouldn't have minded if it hid his face, but here he didn't want to hide anymore.

'So your dad is like a very important person?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'A trader is an important person as well, just different. But with him being a trader, then a Council member and my mom working in the Council as well... Let's just say we've never lacked anything while growing up.'

'What does that mean?'

'Hiccup... ehm... I come from a very wealthy family... One of the five wealthiest in Lightcity to be exact.'

Hiccup's jaw dropped. He never expected Wrenlou's family to be rich. He had encountered some rich brats, and they were just that, brats. Spoiled, arrogant, thinking of only themselves. Wrenlou was certainly not like that at all.

'But... Really?' Wrenlou nodded shyly, turning his head away from Hiccup. 'I did not expect that. I mean, I met some rich kids, and they were... well, they were...'

'Self-absorbed? Arrogant? Spoiled?'

'Yes, yes and yes. But you're not like that at all!'

'No. My parents worked hard to be in the position they're in. They worked for everything they have today. So that's how we were raised. We were taught that nothing in life is free, not even if you have a lot of money. We also never got away with anything, because my parents believed that money should not be overshadowing justice. It did have it's advantages though. I grew up in a large house with lots of rooms. We could play hide and seek for hours and always found a spot we hadn't hidden before.'

'I guess that's good then, that your parents raised you like that. If they hadn't, I would have died.'

'Quite possibly, yes.'

'So did you do anything status related? You know... go to school or something?'

Wrenlou sighed. 'Every child goes to school, no matter how much money their family has. Parents with more money pay for the education of children who's parents can't afford it. I've had a musical upbringing though, and that's reserved for only a few.'

'Musical upbringing? What does that mean?'

'I can play several different instruments. Can we please drop this subject?'

Hiccup opened his eyes to ask more questions, but Wrenlou seemed uneasy with his many questions about his family. Apparently his family's monetary status wasn't something he liked to discuss. So he dropped the issue, thinking of something else to ask. He felt his hair fall in front of his face again and grunted while he angrily pulled the auburn locks.

'Something wrong?'

'It's... it's this!' He held his hair up for Wrenlou to see. 'It's driving me crazy! It's in the way, it's in my eyes, it's everywhere! It's just way too long!'

Wrenlou started laughing and Hiccup gave him his best angry stare. 'It's not funny!'

'I'm sorry... just... your face...'

Hiccup dropped the strands of hair he had been holding and crossed his arms, making his best scowl while he stared at the ground. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

'Come on. I know what to do about that. Put on your shirt Hiccup, we are going to take a bath.'

Hiccup frowned, but then he nodded. He quickly pulled on his tunic and whistled to Toothless. The dragon looked up, his entire body dripping with water. He bounded over to his rider and pounced around the boy before licking his face. Hiccup pushed the dragon away and followed Wrenlou, his bare feet sinking into the sand.

'Wrenlou? Where are we going?'

'To the bathhouse. To get a bath. You know, to get clean. You look like you need it.'

Hiccup glanced down on his body, what he could see of it. Surely he didn't look that dirty? Hadn't the healer washed him when he first came to Dragoncity, injured as he was?

'I meant your hair.'

Hiccup ran a hand through his hair. Back on Berk he hadn't washed it regularly, but he would wash it at least once a month. Now it had been... two? Three? And his brief imprisonment hadn't made it any better. He could feel the dirt that clung to his hair and felt a little embarrassed.

They entered the city again, the stones warm under his feet. He hadn't even bothered to take the boots, they just made his feet sweat. A lot. Wrenlou stopped in front of a large building and turned to him.

'Alright. Here we are. They are probably going to remove that bandage, but don't worry about that, okay?'

Hiccup nodded, looking at the building in awe. It had something written above the entrance, but he couldn't read the word. He guessed it read _bathhouse_, or something like that. He followed Wrenlou inside. The hall looked like the hospital hall, but smelled completely different. The smell was one of soap and perfume, mingled with a flowery scent. Wrenlou led him to a dressing room,, and upon entering, Hiccup froze.

It's not that he had never seen naked men before, but he wasn't prepared for it. He quickly looked away, covering his eyes with his hair. He felt a hand grip his wrist and Wrenlou pulled him along to a smaller room. After he closed the door, Hiccup dared to look up again.

'Sorry about that. Here, put this on.'

He handed him some sort of shorts. Hiccup turned his back on Wrenlou, sneaking a look over his shoulder to see the other boy do the same. As quickly as he could he slipped into the shorts, not feeling entirely comfortable about the way they left most of his body exposed. Standing next to Wrenlou, he could see how scrawny he really was, how thin his limbs were. Wrenlou seemed to sense his discomfort and put an arm around his shoulders.

'It will be fine Hiccup, you'll see. Now come on, lets get you properly cleaned up.'

To Hiccup's relief they didn't walk through the dressing room again, avoiding all naked men. He led him into a large open space, a pool in the middle. The roof was held up by a row of pillars standing around the pool. Wrenlou guided him to a smaller pool, and gestured him to step in.

Hiccup ducked his toe in the water, but it wasn't hot or cold as he suspected. In fact, the temperature of the water was just right, and he slipped in quickly. The pool wasn't deep and he could sit down on the bottom, the water reaching up to his chest. The bandages quickly became soaked, but before he could ask Wrenlou what he should do, two women stepped into the pool with them.

On of them, a girl with long red hair tied up behind her back, removed the bandages with nimble fingers, never hurting him. Hiccup kept his gaze fixed on the water, not daring to look up. She was dressed, but her bikini left no room for imagination as her breasts dangled in front of his face. He felt how she started combing his hair forward with her fingers, racking through his long locks, and gasped when he suddenly felt warm water being dumped over his head.

He spluttered a little when it got in his mouth, but didn't dare move when he felt her fingers again. When he tried to lift his head, she gently pushed it back down. She rubbed something in his hair and when he peeked through his half closed eyelids, he could see his hair was covered in foam. She washed the foam out of his hair, slowly this time, then lifted his head.

He didn't see anything. His now soaking wet hair was plastered to his face and he was about to protest when she brushed it aside with her soft fingers. She combed it back, the hair sticking to his head. She stepped aside for a moment and he could see Wrenlou's hair being treated the same way as his, the normally reluctant black locks now stuck to his head like a helmet. The girl came back into view, holding something that looked like an extremely sharp knife.

'Eh... Wrenlou?'

Wrenlou pushed the woman aside and looked at the other one. She said something, her voice warm and melodious and Wrenlou answered. Then he looked at Hiccup.

'She says she won't hurt you and asks you to trust her. It will be fine Hiccup. You said you didn't like your long hair, now's the chance to get rid of it.'

Hiccup nodded and stiffened a bit when the woman moved behind him. He felt a tuck on his hair and heard the knife slice through. The blade cut his hair with ease, not finding the slightest resistance. The woman moved away and he ran a hand through his hair. It was shorter, a lot shorter. Even shorter than he had it on Berk. She gently moved his hand from his head and rubbed something in his hair.

He leaned back when she started massaging his scalp, soon making her way down to his neck and shoulders. She worked the painful muscles of his right shoulder with skillful fingers, finding exactly the spots where they were painfully tight. He did his best to keep his cries of pain silenced ones. The feeling of his shoulder being treated the way it was, both felt good and bad. It hurt, but it hurt in a good way. It told him he still had the muscles, that he could retrain them.

She stopped, too soon for his liking and he opened his eyes again. The women had left the pool, leaving him and Wrenlou in the warm water.

'Your hair really looks better now.'

Hiccup ran a hand through his hair again. Even though it was still wet, it felt cleaner. The women came back, each holding a large towel. Wrenlou gestured Hiccup out of the pool and he complied. As soon as he was out of the water, the red-haired woman draped the towel around his shoulders. The fabric felt soft and warm on his skin. With the towel around his shoulders, she led him to a secluded area, where high beds stood in a neat row. He frowned when she gestured to the first bed, and turned to Wrenlou.

'Just lay down on your stomach. Trust me, you'll love this.'

Too curious to refuse, Hiccup climbed on the bed, laying down, his head on his arms. The woman draped the towel around his legs, pulling it up to his waist. Then she gently pulled his arms from under his head, putting them at his side. She picked up a small bottle and poured something into her hand. After putting the bottle down she rubbed her hands together, then moved next to him.

What she had started with his neck and shoulders, she now continued on his back. She traced the muscles, her soft hands stronger than they looked. He winced when she ran her hands over the still healing wound, the pain sharp and short in his back. She mumbled a soft word, but left the wound alone. Instead, she started massaging the muscles of his lower back, careful with his left hip, where the wound ran over the bone. After a while, she put the towel over his torso and started on his legs.

The feeling of complete relaxation was one he had never felt before. The soft, warm, gentle hands massaging every muscle, loosening every fiber, tender on his body almost send him in a state of trance. It was broken when she gently tapped his shoulder, telling him with a silent twist of her hand to turn over. After he had done so, she draped the towel over his legs again.

His breath caught in his throat as she moved behind his head, running her hands over his chest. Her breasts nearly touched his nose and he found his eyes were fixed on the beautiful, soft... He quickly squeezed his eyes shut. It didn't fully work. The image of her near perfect body lingered in his mind.

After she had worked his chest over, again leaving the muscles feeling more relaxed than ever, she took his arms. After she had finished them, she went to his legs once more, kneading the other side of the muscles. Only then he felt it was safe to open his eyes.

When they were done, both women left, but Hiccup just stayed down. The towel was now covering his entire body and he had completely dried. Only his hair was a little damp now. After a while, Wrenlou sat up.

'Are you coming?'

Hiccup groaned. He didn't want the relaxed feeling to go away. He wanted to stay right there, under that soft, warm towel. But Wrenlou poked his shoulder. Hiccup sighed and sat up as well. He followed Wrenlou slowly, the towel trailing behind him as he held it around his shoulders.

Dressing again was easy. After rubbing the towel over his hair, he turned to Wrenlou.

'How do I look?'

Wrenlou looked up and smiled. 'See for yourself.'

He pointed to something behind Hiccup. When he turned around, he found himself face to face with a boy he hardly recognized. Auburn hair spiked in every direction. Green eyes stared at him from an unfamiliar face. He gasped. Had he changed that much in so little time? His cheeks had been fuller, his chin rounder. Wrenlou appeared next to him, smiling.

'Is... is that really me?'

He pointed at the boy in the mirror, who pointed back at him. Wrenlou nodded.

'I... I hardly recognize myself... I'm.. thinner.'

'Being unconscious for three weeks tends to have that effect. Why don't we go the Hall, get something to eat. It's nearly dinnertime anyway.'

Hiccup nodded, still staring at his reflection. He looked at his hair, spiked in every direction much like Wrenlou's would and ran his hands over the messy auburn locks. Once smoothed out, he looked more like his old self, but still... He had changed. He smiled. He had to get used to this new Hiccup, but he was sure he could. He was no longer the boy that no one liked, he had a friend now, someone who looked after him. He was about to start a new life here. So much had changed already, he could handle a little more.

When they stepped outside onto the plaza, he could see the sun had begun it's slow descend towards the ocean. That was another difference. On Berk the sun would set quickly, the dawns and dusks short. Here, the sun seemed to take hours, creeping towards the ocean, meanwhile painting the sky with the most beautiful shades of orange, red and yellow.

They had just settled down with a plate and a cup, the Hall slowly filling up with riders, when Wrenlou nudged Hiccup.

'Do you like music?'

Hiccup frowned. He didn't really like the music made on Berk. Usually because the only time it would be made would be when the vikings were drunk and terribly out of tune, but here it had to be different.

'I... I don't know... why?'

Wrenlou pointed to a group of four riders carrying instruments. 'They will most likely start playing after they have finished eating.'

Taking a bite from his bread, Hiccup observed the group. He saw some instruments he knew, like a flute, but there were others he couldn't place.

'Wrenlou? What's that?' He pointed to a man who had just placed something on the table that looked like a curved oval shape with a long neck. There were strings attached to it, but he had no idea what it was.

'It's a violin.'

'Violin? Do you play that?'

Wrenlou sighed, stabbing his meat. 'I thought we dropped the subject.' When he saw Hiccup's almost expecting face, he grunted. 'Yes I do. But I haven't in ages. Not since I became a dragon rider. I don't even know if I can still do it.'

'Awesome! Can you show me someday?'

'Hiccup...'

Wrenlou was interrupted when a soft whistle played through the Hall, and looking back to the musicians, they found that the man with the flute had started playing. Instantly, the murmur died, and everyone present grew quiet. Hiccup rested his head on his hands, staring at the man. The music was calming, melodious, totally different from the music on Berk. A soft tinging mixed with the flute, and then he saw the man with the violin put the instrument on his shoulder. He picked up something that looked like a long stick, and when he touched the strings of the violin, Hiccup was hooked.

The instrument made a sound he had never heard before. It was entrancing, beautiful. It sang in his ears, painting pictures of Dragoncity. He was staring in the flame of the candle on the table, totally engulfed in the music. He let it wash over him while he listened with his whole heart. It warmed him, but not like the sun had done. It warmed his very soul. His entire being was touched by the sound of the violin.

He sat up a little when there suddenly was another tone, higher, sharper, but just as beautiful. A second man had shouldered a violin, playing the higher tones that vibrated in his chest. The flute had died away, and the two violins sang together, their sound resonating in the Hall. He was sure that this was the music of Valhalla, brought to earth. He was sure this was how his ancestors feasted every night, listening to the enchanting sounds of the violins.

The song came to an end, and it left an emptiness in his heart. He regretted the end. He didn't want it to stop, he wanted to hear more! He looked at Wrenlou, tearing his eyes away from the musicians.

'Will they play more?'

'Why don't you ask them?' Wrenlou said softly. 'I can tell you how.'

Hiccup sighed and looked at the four men. The Hall was darker now and he realized the sun must have finally sat. which meant they had been here for at least two hours. Had the song lasted that long? He bit his lip, looking at the men again. He really wanted to hear more... He turned to Wrenlou.

'Tell me.'

Wrenlou smiled before speaking four words, slowly so he could follow them. Hiccup frowned and tried to imitate the sound, but he failed. After a few tries, he got it down reasonably and he stood up, shaking on his legs. Wrenlou smiled at him and gave him an encouraging nod. He made his way over to the man with the violin, the one who had played first and tapped him on his shoulder. When the man turned around, he met to ice blue eyes in a kind face. Suddenly nervous, he stammered his question and the man burst out into laughter. He said something, picking up the violin again and Hiccup hurried back, hoping it hadn't been a question.

'What did he say?' He asked when he was back at Wrenlou's side again.

'He said that for you, he would play all night long if you want. Admiration doesn't go unnoticed Hiccup, he saw how you looked at him when he was playing.'

Hiccup smiled his biggest smile yet when the violin started playing again and the man sat down on the bench across of them. He was pulled into the music, into the dancing tones. He rested his head on his hands again, forgetting about the rest of the world, the only sound being the violin, singing in his soul.

_If you're interested in the song, I used Mumbai Theme Tune from A. R. Rahman for the first. I just found it today, and fell in love with it, and I could just see Hiccup sitting on that table, enchanted by that violin. I am aware that violins most likely didn't exist in this time period, but let's be honest. It's not entirely historical correct anyway._
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Hiccup sat up and yawned. He rubbed his eyes and looked around the room. He had awoken early, Wrenlou wasn't here yet. He slipped into his clothes and ran a hand through his hair to smooth it out a little. Then he walked over to the curtain and pulled it open.

He was up real early. The sun had just begun to climb in the sky, the clouds lit up with the bright colours that painted the sky every morning and every night. He sighed. He was awake now anyway, might as well go down to the Great Hall.

No, not Great Hall.

Here it was just the Hall.

He grunted while he rubbed his temple. There were so many things he had to get used to. The heat being the first. During the day it could get so very, very hot in Dragoncity. Around the midday hours, the city would fall into a sort of slumber. The dragons were piled up in the shade of the trees, which were plentiful, and the riders would either be inside the bathhouse, or the Hall, or any other building.

He smiled when he remembered his experience in the bathhouse. Wrenlou had been right about the massage. Even now, he still felt relaxed. The pain is his back was completely gone, and it felt like a weight had been lifted of his shoulders. His shorter hair was a blessing, now it didn't trap the heat in his neck.

He also had to learn the language, he thought as he opened the door and started walking down the stairs. If he was to stay, it would be nice if he could make himself heard. And if he could understand the other riders without Wrenlou having to translate everything they said to him.

As he stepped onto the plaza, he felt the cool air wash over him. Nights were cooler than the days, but even the night temperature from Dragoncity would be considered hot in Berk. He sighed. He tried his best to forget it, but it kept coming back into his mind, usually when he discovered something he liked about Dragoncity. It was like he needed to confirm it hadn't been in Berk, almost to justify leaving the place.

He was so early, that the plaza was deserted. There were a few dragons laying curled up along the edge, but they were still asleep. As soft as he could he walked over to the Great Hall.

No... Just Hall...

Sighing, he pushed the door open and stood there for a moment. The tunes of the violin from last night seemed to linger in the air. He smiled. The violinist had played about five more songs for him, varying in length and tune, before Wrenlou had decided it was time to go to bed. He had remembered the look in the man's eyes when he had thanked him, stumbling over the words, but trying.

After getting some food, he quietly sat down at the table in the corner. There wasn't really anybody there, but from where he now sat, he could oversee the entire Hall. Nibbling on his bread, he watched riders come and go, most of them leaving quickly. The light from the rising sun started peeking in through the windows, giving everything a golden glow. He sat up when he saw Wrenlou enter and waved at him.

'You're up early.'

Hiccup nodded. 'Couldn't sleep anymore.'

Wrenlou sat down, yawning. He rubbed his eyes and blinked a few times.

'I got a little scared when I found your room empty.'

'Sorry.' Hiccup mumbled a little ashamed. 'I wasn't thinking.'

'Don't apologize. Never apologize, unless you really, really screwed up.'

Wrenlou yawned again and now Hiccup could see vague dark lines under his friend's eyes.

'Are you alright?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Just tired. I was up late last night, trying to fix something.'

'Did you do it? Did you fix it?'

A smile crept over Wrenlou's face as he nodded. He looked around before he got up. 'I'm going to get some breakfast, be right back.'

Hiccup just ate the last piece of his bread when Wrenlou returned. It was silent between the two boys for a while, the only sounds the murmur from the other riders and the squeaking from the door when it opened and closed. Occasionally, a Night Fury call ripped through the air.

'So, where are we going today?'

Wrenlou's smile got wider and he put his cup down. 'You wanted to go to Lightcity right?' Hiccup nodded. 'I got us two day passes. That was why I was up late last night.'

'Day passes? What's that? What does that mean?'

'It means that we get to go to Lightcity. Today. The entire day.'

'Really!?'

Hiccup nearly screamed the word through the Hall and Wrenlou started laughing. Almost choking on his food he nodded.

'Yes!' Hiccup was jumping up and down with joy.

'Would you please sit down again?'

Hiccup smiled, the smile lighting up his entire face. 'How do we get there?'

'Oh, that's the best part. Hiccup, we're going flying.'

This time he was sure everyone in Dragoncity heard his cry of happiness. Flying! They would go flying! He would see Lightcity, and they would go flying.

'Can I meet your parents?'

Wrenlou shrugged and stood up. 'Sure why not. We have to be out of the city before sundown, we could go for dinner at my place. My parents place. Whatever. Lets just get the dragons ready, okay?'

Hiccup nodded wildly and he ran back to his room. He almost forgot to bring some fish for Toothless. When he slammed the door open, the dragon looked up, his head cocked to the side.

'We're going flying Toothless! Flying!'

The dragon wailed and got to his feet. After a good stretch he sat down, eyeing the fish the excited boy held in his hands. When Hiccup didn't give him the fish, he wailed again. Hiccup stopped jumping up and down and looked at the dragon.

'Oh, sorry bud. It's just, I'm so excited! Can you tell I'm excited?'

After gulping down the fish Toothless crooned and Hiccup got to putting the saddle and the prosthetic back on the dragon. He was nearly done when a shadow fell over them and when he looked up, he saw Snowflake and Wrenlou. Even though he knew that Wrenlou was Snowflake's rider, he had never seen him on her back before. It was strange, but somehow right.

'Are you ready?'

'Almost. I just need to attach the connection rod... alright! I'm done! Can we go now?'

'Easy there hotshot. We have to go down to the plaza first.'

After that, Snowflake turned around and jumped down. After mounting Toothless and checking if everything was alright, Hiccup followed him, Toothless landing next to Snowflake. A man came walking towards them, carrying a bag. After speaking with Wrenlou he handed him the bag, and the boy slung it over his shoulder. The man bowed, Wrenlou gave a nod from the back of the dragon, then he turned to Hiccup.

'Let's go.'

Snowflake spread her wings and shot up to the sky. After adjusting the tailfin to the right position, Hiccup followed. It was wonderful to fly again, soaring through the clouds. He was holding on to the saddle with all his might. For the first time he flew without the suit and the safety lines connection him to Toothless. Wrenlou had assured him it would be fine.

He looked at Wrenlou and Snowflake, flying next to him. It was the first time he saw them fly. Wrenlou was leaning back, one hand on the saddle, the other stretched out. He was wearing some sort of suit, but had no safety lines attached to the saddle. Wrenlou smiled at him, his black hair getting messier by the second.

It was only a short flight, and after mere minutes he saw a city appear. From the distance it looked a lot like Dragoncity. The way it was build. The way it was nestled on the rock. The way the towers stood high above the city.

The approached over the harbor, the docks filled with people and carts and life stock. They flew over the city, high enough to be seen and Hiccup glanced down. The dragons were casting shadows on the ground, and heads turned in their direction when they flew over. Children waved at them, and he waved back, not entirely sure if they saw it.

To his surprise, they didn't land in the city. Wrenlou led him to a building outside the city walls, standing lonely on a large hill, overlooking the city. There they landed, Wrenlou jumping off when they were approached by a man. They talked for a while, Hiccup standing next to Toothless, not really sure what to do, then Wrenlou came back.

'The dragons stay here. They're not allowed in Lightcity. The streets are too narrow for them. I told him to leave the saddle on, okay?'

Hiccup nodded. Snowflake had already trotted off to the building, crooning and cooing at the other Night Fury's. She stopped halfway up the hill and turned around, wailing loudly to Toothless. The dragon turned to Hiccup, ears perked up.

'Go on. You'll be fine here. I'll be back soon, okay? Don't worry bud, I'll be safe.'

Toothless nudged his shoulder, pressing his nose against Hiccup. Then he pulled away and looked at the boy, before bounding after Snowflake. The two dragons then ran up the hill and into the building.

'Come on Hiccup, let's go. Don't worry, they'll be well looked after.'

Wrenlou adjusted the bag on his shoulder and started walking towards the road. After a short moment, Hiccup ran after Wrenlou and they followed the road towards the city. It wasn't long before the city walls appeared in front of them. The gates were opened, two guards standing beside them. People were walking in and out of the city, some pulling carts, other carrying baskets.

Hiccup stopped. Even from the distance the city looked grand. He saw towers rising above the wall, spots of green were dappled all over the city, breaking the white. The red roofs from the houses added another colour to the mix. All in all, it was already beautiful. Wrenlou turned around to him.

'Hiccup?'

'It's... it's beautiful.' Hiccup breathed.

'Wait till you get inside. Now come on! We're not seeing anything by just standing here.'

Hiccup was nearly bouncing when they reached the gates. As soon as the guards saw them approach, one of the stepped forward.

'Good day to you! Do you have a pass?'

Hiccup said nothing. The only word he understood was one he knew meant "Good day". Wrenlou nodded and pulled something out of the bag. It was a bundle of folded paper. He handed it to the guard and the man unfolded it, reading it quickly. Then he disappeared into a small room, only to come out moments later. He handed Wrenlou the bundle back, and then they were allowed to enter the city.

'The streets are crowded and busy, so stay close. Here, souvenir.'

Hiccup took the paper from Wrenlou. It had some writing on it, and the crest he had seen on the flags flying in Dragoncity. It also had some sort of a stamp or seal on it, with another crest. He needed no explanation to know that it was the crest of Lightcity.

They entered the busy streets, and Hiccup didn't have eyes enough to see everything. There were many different people in the street. He saw women in colourful clothes, men wearing armor, or only pants. But everyone, everyone, greeted them with a nod or a quick word. He realized they stood out. He was wearing his tunic and pants, Wrenlou was wearing that suit. The suit everyone in Dragoncity wore, but no one here in Lightcity would even touch. They navigated the streets, wandering past all kinds of different stalls.

Hiccup stopped in front of a stall with fruit, his eye catching the bright colour of the oranges. Wrenlou smiled, and a few moments later they were walking down the street with a bag full of oranges. Wrenlou had also found something that looked like a red orb wearing a crown.

'You have to try this, really.'

'What is it?'

'This? This is what we call a pomegranate. Wait.'

Wrenlou pulled a dagger from his arm. Hiccup hadn't even realized he had been carrying a weapon. He made a cut in the red skin, then pulled it apart. When the fruit broke open, the inside revealed a bunch of seeds all jammed together. He offered Hiccup one half, and he took it curiously. He plucked out one of the seeds and carefully ate it. It was a little harder than he had thought, but when he finally bit through the skin, some sort of juice spilled out. The taste was somewhere between the orange and the pineapple. He couldn't describe it any other way. He plucked out another seed, then another and another.

'This is delicious!'

'We import them. They're my favorite. We don't have them in Dragoncity, not much. Night Fury's hate pomegranates for some reason.'

'They do? Really?'

Wrenlou nodded and they started moving down the street again. It took them a while to eat all the seeds. By then they had reached a large plaza, larger than the one in Dragoncity. It was void of any trees safe one. There was a large palm tree in the middle, rising high above the crowd, it's large leaves weaving in the soft breeze. The plaza was filled with more stalls, and they walked past the many things on display.

Hiccup stopped in front of a man who had stacks and stacks of notebooks. His own notebook was still in the room, but it was nearly full... He jerked up when Wrenlou grabbed his arm.

'Come on, let's get something to eat, then we'll walk past all this, okay?'

'Hiccup nodded. Even though he had just eaten half a pomegranate, the walking and the heat made him very hungry. They ducked into a small ally and Wrenlou pointed at a table.

'Sit down.'

As soon as he did, a man walked over, greeting Wrenlou. Some words were exchanged and the man left.

'Look... I have to get some things... Don't worry, you'll be fine here. I told him to get you some food and something to drink. Just wait here, okay?'

'You're going? Where?'

'Don't worry. I'll be back as soon as I can. There's just some things I have to take care off. Okay?'

Hiccup nodded hesitantly. He didn't really like the idea of being left alone, but he didn't want to be a burden and keep Wrenlou from the things he needed to do. Wrenlou squeezed his shoulder gently and smiled. Hiccup watched him go and he felt fear creep into his heart. What of something were to happen to Wrenlou? What if he got lost? What if...

The man came back, setting a plate and a cup on the table. He mumbled a thanks, but he doubted if the man had heard that. He looked at the plate. Some bread, some chicken, other stuff he didn't quite recognize, and oranges. He smiled widely and went for the oranges first. He was nearly finished when he saw Wrenlou get back and relief washed over him.

'Told you I'd be quick.'

Hiccup smiled and nodded. He was poking a red, round thing on his plate. It felt smooth, and squishy.

'It's a tomato. We import those too.'

Hiccup frowned. Why hadn't they known all this on Berk? It really was a little, stupid, far out island where no one ever went. He was glad he left it. He took a little bite out of the tomato and discovered the inside was juicy. The little bite didn't give him any hints on the taste, so he ate the whole thing. He shivered, wrinkling his nose. He quickly grabbed his cup and drank the water to wash away the taste.

'Yeah, I don't really like those either.'

'So what did you need to do?'

Wrenlou smiled widely, but didn't answer Hiccup's question. The man from before brought another plate. Hiccup didn't say anything, he just nibbled on his bread, looking at Wrenlou.

'I got you a few things.'

'Me? What? Why?'

Wrenlou laughed and pulled a notebook from the bag. 'Here. A gift from the man with the notebooks.'

'A... gift?' Wrenlou nodded. 'But why?'

Wrenlou shrugged. 'You come here with an open mind. All these people have lived here all their lives. I lived here for a long time. But with you, I see new things. With you, I see things I would have walked past without even seeing them. The man with the notebooks noticed that too. He came up to me just now. It's for you. A gift.'

Hiccup looked at the little book. It was bound in leather, like his old one, but this one had intricate designs painted on it. He smiled and looked up.

'Thank you.'

'It's not me you should thank for that. Alright. This is something else entirely.'

Wrenlou put something on the table, something long and wrapped in cloth. Hiccup put the notebook down and pushed his empty plate aside.

'This is something you'll need in Learners Bay.'

He started to unwrap the object, and when the final piece of cloth was pulled away, Hiccup's jaw dropped.

It was a sword.

It was unlike any viking sword. It was long, small. He reached out to it, hesitant.

'For me? But... I don't even know how to use a sword...'

'That is why we learn Hiccup! That is why we learn. You think we just knew how to use a sword or shoot a bow?'

'But people get hurt when I hold a sword!'

Wrenlou smiled, wrapping the weapon again. 'Trust me Hiccup. With the right guidance you'll master that weapon in no time.'

'You really think so?'

'Sure! Now come on, the day won't last forever, you wanted to see the market, and we have to go to my parents house. No time to waste.'

With a wide smile, the sword and the notebook pressed against his chest, Hiccup followed Wrenlou to the plaza again.

They walked over the market, past the many stalls. Hiccup found the notebook vendor and thanked him a thousand times. The man laughed it off, saying that is was nothing.

The smile didn't leave Hiccup's face when they walked away from the man, towards the palm tree in the middle. There were several street performers on the plaza. There was a juggler, currently juggling with a hand full of eggs. Hiccup watched with his jaw on the ground as the man tossed the eggs from one hand to the other in rapid procession, none of them ever falling to the ground.

'How does he do that?'

'Practice. He will most likely wonder how you stay on the dragon if he ever saw you fly.'

'It's awesome. It's downright incredible.'

They watched as the juggler ended his act by balancing the eggs on his head, stacking one on top of the other. The watching crowd clapped and the man took a bow, his eyes meeting Hiccup's. He smiled at the boy and carefully packed the eggs away again. Wrenlou pulled Hiccup along. Their progress was slow. Hiccup wanted to see every act, every performer.

They watched the acrobat, twisting himself in all sorts of very awkward and painful looking positions. They watched the fire-eater, after which Hiccup mumbled that the dragons did it better. There was a man who swallowed a sword, only to pull it out of his mouth moments later.

Hiccup watched all of them with endless fascination. He couldn't understand how the fire-eater's mouth didn't get burned, but he didn't know how the dragons kept their mouth from burning. He didn't understand how the sword swallowing man didn't die. Wrenlou couldn't give him any answers, and after seeing all the performers, all the stalls and items in display, they left the plaza.

They wandered the streets for hours, Hiccup enjoying everything he saw. The sword was now hanging around his waist, the notebook in Wrenlou's bag. He was peeling another orange, his third this hour. He took a deep breath, and stopped walking abruptly. Wrenlou turned around.

'Everything okay?'

'My feet hurt. And my back too.'

Wrenlou came back and put an arm around Hiccup's shoulder. 'Let's go to my parents house then. It's time for some real rest.'

They made their way through winding streets and Hiccup realized he hadn't even seen the harbor yet. He considered asking to go there, but the pain in his feet and the dull nagging in his back told him he really needed rest. He hadn't walked this much in one day in his entire life. He was sure every inch of his feet was blistered.

'Well, here we are.'

Hiccup looked up from his orange. They were standing in front of a gate. Behind the gate was a green garden, and a paved path led straight through the front door. Halfway it circled around a fountain, spraying clear water in the air. The garden itself looked well maintained, palm trees waving in the breeze. The building was made form white stone, with a red roof. A row of pillars lined the outside of the house on either side of the door.

The gate wasn't locked, which surprised Hiccup. Surely, a wealthy family would lock the gates to keep murderers and other criminals out? He didn't dare ask about it. They stopped in front of a large door, made from dark wood. Wrenlou raised his hand to the doorknob, but hesitated.

'Something wrong?'

Wrenlou sighed. 'I haven't seen my parents in three years. Well, almost three years. I don't think they expect me to be here...'

He took a deep breath and took hold of the round doorknob. When he turned it, he found de door was unlocked and he opened the door. A hallway was revealed, light pouring in from the windows. The hallway was lined with a row of pillars. Between the pillars were statues, mostly of men staring down at him with a judging look.

'Please don't mind my ancestors, they're always grumpy.

Hiccup laughed. He couldn't help it. He was nervous, but Wrenlou had broken the ice. He looked at the statues again. The men sure looked grumpy.

'They used to scare me when I was little. Especially him. I still don't like his expression.'

Wrenlou pointed to a statue at the end of the pillar row. He had an angry expression, staring straight at them. Unwittingly, Hiccup moved closer to Wrenlou. The hallway split up, going left and right. It was still little more than a roof supported by rows of pillars, but there were no more statues. There was a large open space in front of them. Hiccup could see the house on the left and the right and the opposite of the rectangular plaza like space. There was another fountain in the middle, much like the one in front.

'Who's there?'

Hiccup's head jerked up. A woman's voice suddenly called out through the hallway. Their arrival had been noticed. He turned to Wrenlou, opening his mouth to say something, but Wrenlou hushed him, shaking his head.

'Mom?'

There were rapid footsteps and the sound of opening doors. Before Hiccup could say anything, the door on the end of the hallway opened, revealing a tall woman. She had long black hair that was braided on her back, her green eyes widened as soon as she saw them.

'Wrenlou...'

She stood frozen for a moment, and Hiccup could see the resemblance. She had the same hair as her son, the same build. After a short moment, she must have mustered her surprise and she stepped forward, taking Wrenlou in a tight embrace.

'Oh Wrenlou...'

After a short hesitation, Wrenlou wrapped his arms around his mothers shoulders, burying his face in her chest.

'Hi mom.' He mumbled, the sound muffled.

She pulled away from him, cupping his face in her hands. She was smiling now. She ran a hand through his hair, before hugging him again. Hiccup stood a little lost, the remains of his orange still in his hand.

'Who's this?'

The woman had spoken again and when he looked up, he found her green eyes staring into his own.

'Mom, this is Hiccup. Hiccup, my mother, Helen.'

'H...hi...'

He was sure she didn't understand anything he said, but she smiled at his obvious greeting. Before he knew it, he found himself in her arms, held close in a tight embrace. He tensed. He had never known motherly affection, as his mother had been taken by a dragon when he had just been a baby. And now a strange woman was holding him like he was her son. She let go of him and gestured to the boys to follow her.

She led them to a place in the garden where a table stood, chairs around it. She told them to sit and disappeared again. Only a moment later she returned, with three cups filled with a red juice.

'Don't you have servants or something?' Hiccup whispered.

'Only during breakfast and dinner. My mom likes to do things herself.'

After Helen had made sure that they were comfortable, she sat down herself. She was watching her son with joy in her eyes, the kind of joy only a mother could feel when she saw her child again after a long time.

So, Wrenlou... How are you?'

'I'm fine mom, really.'

'What are you doing in the city? I thought... I mean, I know you were in Dragoncity, but I never thought...'

'Hiccup wanted to see Lightcity. And we're joining the other riders in the Bay in a few days, so we had time. And well, since we were in the city anyway, I thought I'd drop by...'

She smiled widely and turned to Hiccup. He was a little taken aback when she started talking to him and he didn't understand. He turned to Wrenlou, a slightly desperate expression on his face.

'She wants to know how you are. And what you think of the city. And how you got here... And about Toothless... Mom, can't we do this later? We're kinda tired from walking all day.'

She smiled and nodded, ruffling Wrenlou's hair. 'We sure can. Your father won't be home for at least another hour, why don't you show your friend around?'

Wrenlou nodded and drank the last of the juice. Hiccup looked at his cup. He hadn't tried it yet. It was pomegranate juice, and he remembered the pomegranate he had eaten earlier that day. Carefully he took a sip. It was sweeter than the actual fruit, but just as delicious.

'Come on Hiccup, I'll show you my room.'

Hiccup stood up, still holding the orange peels. When Helen noticed, she took them from his hand, smiling. Hiccup quickly ran after Wrenlou. Her loving attention towards him made him shy. He didn't know her, yet she treated them as if he was just as much her son as Wrenlou was.

They went up some stairs, then through a hall. Finally they stopped in front of a door and Wrenlou turned to Hiccup.

'Well, here we are. My room.'

He opened the door and allowed Hiccup to step in. The room was a large open space, windows on two sides. There was a bed in the corner, neatly made and Hiccup sat down on the edge. He looked around. There wasn't much in the room. There were some weapons, small bows and toy swords mostly. A closet stood next to the bed, there was a desk, a chair, that was about it.

'I'm afraid it's pretty boring.'

'It's wonderful.'

Wrenlou laughed and picked something from the ground. It was a black case with a vaguely familiar shape. He sat down next to Hiccup, and sighed. After hesitating for a moment, he opened it. Hiccup sat up.

Inside the case was a violin.

Wrenlou let his finger glide over the strings, before plucking one. He winced.

'It's a little out of tune...'

He lifted the instrument from it's protective nest and then pulled the long stick from the lid of the case.

'This is called a bow. You use it to play. But you saw that.'

Hiccup nodded. It was strange to see Wrenlou with a violin in his hands, and he couldn't really believe that he could actually play the thing. Wrenlou closed the case and set it next to the bed.

It took quite some time to get the violin tuned again. Hiccup had pulled his legs up to his chest and wrapped his arms around them, resting his head on his knees. When the instrument as tuned again, Wrenlou sighed.

'Can you play now?'

'Hiccup...'

'Please?'

'I told you, it's been some time.'

'You could tune it.'

'That's easy.' He smiled when he saw Hiccup's face. 'Fine. I'll try.'

Hiccup's face lit up and he moved a little closer to Wrenlou. The other boy laughed at his eagerness and stood up.

'I need room to play. Don't want to knock your teeth out. What do you want to hear?'

'Can you play the one that man played? The first?'

'The Dance of the Dragons? I can... I don't have second violinist though, so it won't sound the same.'

Hiccup shrugged, inching closer to the edge of the bed. After giving him a sly smile, Wrenlou set the violin on his shoulder and started playing. Hiccup closed his eyes, rocking back and forth as he let the music fill his ears. Even though Wrenlou said that he was out of practice, he was good. He could feel himself drift away on the music. It lifted his spirits, gently hummed him to sleep...

'I haven't heard that sound in a long time.'

Hiccup shot up and Wrenlou nearly dropped the violin. When they turned to the door, they found a man standing there. He spread his arms.

'How is my youngest son?'

'Dad!'

Wrenlou launched forward, wrapping his arms around his father, still holding the violin. The man started laughing, lifting his son from the ground as he hugged him tightly. When the man set him down he winced, rubbing his ribs.

'And you must be Hiccup.'

Hiccup's eyes widened. He had understood the man. He had spoken Norse. Completely baffled, he nodded.

'It is very good to meet you again. My name is Aaron, Wrenlou's father. Come, let's go down.'

'How... how do you...'

'Speak Norse? I was a trader Hiccup, I have been to the Northern Lands. Never as far as Berk though... But it must be nice to finally have someone to talk to, yes?'

'But I can talk to Wrenlou...'

Aaron turned to his son. 'You speak Norse? I never taught you that.'

'I had a lot of time to read.'

'You learned it by reading? You keep surprising me.'

With one arm around Wrenlou's shoulders, and the other around Hiccup's, Aaron led them down again. This time, they didn't go to the garden, but to a dining area where long couches stood. As soon as they stepped in, Wrenlou was jumped by a girl from about seven or eight years old. She squealed as she latched onto his leg.

'Alia!'

Wrenlou pried his sister from his leg and lifted her up, carrying her in his arms. She wrapped her own arms around his neck and rested her head on his shoulder. Another girl came in, stopping dead in her tracks when she saw them.

'Wrenlou! What are you doing here!'

'Hey sis.'

She smiled and embraced him, wrapping her arms around him and the girl he was holding. Hiccup watched the whole exchange with a little bit of a sad feeling. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder. Aaron was looking at him with a smile on his face.

'You look better than the last time I saw you.'

'You... you saw me? When? Why?'

'Right after we got word a castaway had been found. I was send to investigate. At that time I had no idea it was Wrenlou who had found you. I didn't even see him with you when I was there.'

'That would be because I had to convince some people to let me stay. No... Alia.. Don't... OW!'

Wrenlou dumped the girl on one of the couches, rubbing his head with a pained expression.

'Come on. Let's sit down. Dinner will be served soon. Hiccup, I want you to tell me everything.'

Hiccup looked at Aaron, then to Wrenlou. Wrenlou smiled and gestured to the couch. Hiccup sat down, Wrenlou on his left, Aaron on his right. Helen sat down opposite of her husband, her oldest daughter next to her. The youngest child, Alia, ran towards Wrenlou and climbed on his lap, her head against his chest.

'When do you have to leave?'

'We have to be out of the city before nightfall. So don't ask to many questions dad, we'll get in trouble if we're not back at Dragoncity when the sun sets.'

'Don't worry! Now, let's eat first, then we can talk. And when it's time for you to go, we'll walk you there and wave you off.'

0-0-0-0-0-0

Dinner with Wrenlou's family had been the greatest dinner ever. After a while he had warmed up to Aaron. The man was everything his own father had never been. He was kind, caring, and he listened, really listened. At first, he had noticed he couldn't stop staring at the man's left hand and his missing fingers. When Aaron had caught him staring, he had let him examine the hand thoroughly. While they were eating, he had to answer all kinds of questions, some of which made him feel really uncomfortable. Aaron had sensed it, and had moved on. He was thankful for that.

Wrenlou had been claimed by his little sister. The girl had refused to leave his lap when the food arrived, so he had to eat with the child on his legs.

They had talked for what seemed to be hours, either Wrenlou or his father translating between Helen and Hiccup. He had just met these people, but they were warm and loving and he felt a kind of comfort and safety he hadn't felt before. And when it was time to go, they all went with them, as they had promised.

They were now walking through the streets towards the gates. Aaron was walking in front, arm in arm with his wife. Wrenlou's older sister, Stephanie, was walking beside her mother. Wrenlou and Hiccup followed a little slower, mostly because Alia was running all over the place, constantly brining back things she had found.

When they had finally made it back to where Snowflake and Toothless were waiting, the sun had started to set. The two riders were greeted with lots of slobber and Night Fury saliva on their faces. Wrenlou's parents seemed a little afraid of the dragons, while Alia didn't care at all. She had climbed up on Toothless' tail, hanging on with both hands when he lifted it to look at the little pest that had latched on.

'Come on Alia, get off.'

Wrenlou pulled his sister from Toothless' tail, handing her to his mother.

'Well, be careful.'

'Mom...'

Helen laughed and ruffled his hair again. After setting Alia down she embraced him, kissing his head.

'I love you, you know that right?'

'Of course I do.'

'Good. Give our love to Broghan as well.'

Wrenlou nodded and shrieked when he suddenly found himself in the strong arms of his father. Helen walked over to Hiccup embracing him too. This time, he didn't tense up, but he hugged her back. She pulled away from him and placed a gentle kiss on his forehead, smiling warmly. Then she stepped back, putting an arm around her daughters.

'Well, Hiccup, it was nice to finally meet you.'

Aaron extended his hand and Hiccup shook it. Then he was pulled into a tight hug. Apparently people hugged a lot in Lightcity. He didn't mind. Actually, he loved it.

After saying goodbye to Stephanie and Alia, they mounted the dragons. There was a worried look on Helen's face when she saw her son climb onto a big, flying, fire breathing lizard. The Night Fury's spread their wings, eager to fly again.

With one hand on the hilt of his sword and the other on the saddle, Hiccup turned to Wrenlou. Wrenlou smiled and nodded. After waving at his parents one last time, Snowflake and Toothless jumped into the air, their wings beating fast to gain altitude. Hiccup found himself look back at the disappearing specks on the ground.

'I like them. Your parents.'

Wrenlou smiled. 'I told you, they're good people. And they like you as well. Especially my mom. Although I think she pities you.'

'That's okay... I would pity me if I were her.'

'Let's pick up speed. We don't want to be late.'

Hiccup nodded and moved his foot, clicking the prosthetic tailfin into another position. Almost instantly, the Night Fury's flew faster, racing across the sky. The wind was pulling their hair, their clothes and Hiccup clenched onto the sword as if he was afraid he would lose it.

Only now did he notice that Wrenlou had taken his violin, and he smiled.

He was exhausted, but it was a good kind of exhausted. He knew he would sleep great tonight.


	10. Becoming Friends, Part IV

_So Crimson-strength gave me a great idea...and I decided to write it. Being a violinist herself, she helped me with a lot of technical violin stuff. So thank you a lot!_

_E-K, this chapter is for you!_

_She made __fanart! You can find it here: __deviantart dot com, search for E-Kathryn, Oranges and Violin strings! _

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Becoming Friends, Part IV**

Hiccup sat on his bed, legs crossed. He had woken up late, it had been past noon. Wrenlou had been there, with a whole stack of oranges, Snowflake and his violin. Snowflake was now playing with Toothless, chasing the older Night Fury around the bed. Hiccup was already on his fifth orange, and Wrenlou was fiddling with the violin.

They had decided to take a lazy day, after the hours of walking from the day before. Hiccup was thankful for that. He didn't have any blisters, but his feet were sore and painful. Now he was sitting on his bed, barefoot, the oranges scattered all around him. Wrenlou was sitting across from him, all his attention focused on his instrument. Hiccup was watching him with fascination. It was still strange to see Wrenlou holding a violin.

'What are you doing?'

'I'm trying to clean it. It hasn't been used for three years, there's tons of dust inside. That's why it didn't sound great yesterday. This thing needs more than a tuning to get back in shape. It needs a thorough tune up.'

'It sounded fine to me.'

Wrenlou smiled and looked up. 'I'm sure it did. But I've had it for years, I know it's not supposed to sound the way it did.' He turned his attention to the violin again. 'I'm probably going to need new strings...'

'Why?'

'These are gut strings. They deteriorate over time if not properly maintained. They're fragile, they could snap real easily.'

'Oh.'

Hiccup turned to the dragons when he was almost hit by a tail. Snowflake had pounced on Toothless, laying on his back and pinning him to the ground. He smiled as Toothless whipped his tail back and forth, wailing loudly. He pulled another piece from his orange and was about to say something to Wrenlou, when he heard a loud _twang_ followed by a yelp.

He jerked around to Wrenlou. The boy was clasping a hand over his left eye, swearing softly. The violin lay on his lap, one of it's strings curled up and obviously broken. Hiccup chuckled, then started laughing. The string was swaying softly, the sound still resonating in the room. All in all, it looked rather comically.

'Stop laughing... It's not funny... Gods, this hurts...'

Instantly, Hiccup stopped laughing and he scooted closer to Wrenlou. 'I'm sorry...'

'It's okay... Oh gods... It burns. It hurts... Oh man...'

'Wrenlou? Are you okay?'

Wrenlou groaned softly. He was bent over, his hands pressed against his face. Worriedly, Hiccup put a hand on his shoulder. He had no idea what to do. He bit his lip, looking around the room. He spotted the bowl of water and slid off the bed. He dipped a cloth in the water and gave it to Wrenlou, then he turned to Toothless.

'Come on bud. Lets go get a healer shall we?'

The dragon shook Snowflake from his back and crawled to his paws. Thankfully he was still wearing the saddle and Hiccup climbed on his back, opening the tailfin. They sailed down to the plaza, landing in front of the hospital.

'Wait here for me, okay?'

The dragon wailed, as if to say that he wouldn't be able to go anywhere without the boy anyway and Hiccup ran inside. He ignored the shouts from people and rushed towards the room where the healer had taken care of his back a few days prior. Panting, he knocked. When the door opened, he found the same woman who had looked after him and relief washed over him. She looked at him questioningly and he pulled her sleeve, trying to get her to follow him. She frowned. Hiccup sighed, looking to the door and back to her. How could he make it clear to her that he needed her to follow him? He pulled her sleeve again and pointed at the door. She shook her head, still not sure of what he wanted. Hiccup frowned, then his face lit up. He pretended to hold a violin, playing it, and looked at the woman. She nodded. This she understood. He plucked the invisible string of the violin, still looking at the woman. She nodded again. Then he made the sound the string had made when it broke, and pretended it hit him on his face. Her eyes widened when she finally understood what he meant. She asked him something he didn't understand. He pulled her sleeve again and she allowed herself to be pulled along the hall.

At the door she stopped, placing a hand on his shoulder. He looked back at her.

'Wrenlou?' She asked.

Hiccup jumped up, nodding. 'Wrenlou!' He mimicked the broken string to the face again.

She gave a final nod and opened the door. Hiccup was feeling relieved he had made her see what he meant and why she needed to come.

He jumped back on Toothless and looked at her. She climbed behind him and they flew up again. Wrenlou hadn't moved. He was still on the bed, now pressing the wet cloth on his face. She sat down next him, immediately noticing the violin and the broken string. She put a hand on his shoulder and he looked up. When she pulled his hands away from his face, Hiccup gasped. There was a red welt right across Wrenlou's left eye, standing out against his skin. She tenderly ran her finger across the mark, then stood up. Before Hiccup could say anything, she had left again.

'Hiccup... Thanks...'

Hiccup sat down next to Wrenlou. His eyelid was swollen, his eye cracked open only a little. Hiccup watched the red line with worry in his eyes, before tentatively reaching out to touch it. Wrenlou slapped his hand away, bringing his own hand up to cover the mark. Hiccup mumbled an apology and just sat next to Wrenlou. He really had no idea what to do. He wrapped his arms around Wrenlou's waist, resting his head against his chest. He had no idea if that would help, but he felt Wrenlou's arm around his own shoulders.

The door opened and the healer came back. Hiccup quickly pulled away from Wrenlou when she sat down on the bed again, taking Wrenlou's chin and turning his head to face her. She pulled something out of the bag she was carrying. It was a jar and when she screwed the lid off, they could see there was some sort greenish salve in it. She tenderly applied it to the welt, Wrenlou wincing when she touched him. Hiccup took hold of Wrenlou's right arm, resting his head against his shoulder in a small effort to comfort him.

When she was done, she screwed the lid back on the jar and handed it to Wrenlou. After exchanging a few words she left again, closing the door softly.

'You can let go of my arm now.'

Hiccup looked up. Wrenlou was looking at him, smiling a little. The red mark was still swollen and looked very painful, and Hiccup felt guilty for laughing when the string had snapped.

'Thanks. For getting her.'

Hiccup felt his face turn red. 'I... I didn't know what to do...'

'Apparently you did.' Wrenlou sighed as he picked up the violin. 'I never thought it would hurt this much. I've had strings snap before, but they never hit my face.'

He quickly removed the broken string from the violin and sighed, looking at the two pieces.

'Where are you going to find new strings?'

'That is a very good question. In Lightcity I would know, but here...'

'Can't the violin player from the Hall help?'

'You know what, he might. Come on, let's go find him.'

Wrenlou picked up the violin and grunted when he got up. He ran a finger over the welt.

'My brother is not going to be happy. I can imagine Dale won't be either.'

'Dale? Who's Dale?'

He's our teacher. He's the one in charge of teaching us all we need to know. He too can get a little protective.'

They walked onto the plaza, blinking against the sunlight. Wrenlou crossed his arms, the violin dangling between his fingers.

'Alright. Where could he be...'

'In the Hall?' Hiccup offered.

'That's possible. Lets take a look.'

But upon entering the Hall, they found that the violin player wasn't there. So they went back outside. After searching the city for about an hour, it was Hiccup who spotted the man and they ran towards him. He looked up, surprised, but a smile spread across his face when he saw Hiccup. As soon as his eyes fell on Wrenlou, he frowned.

'What happened to you?'

'The string broke.' Wrenlou said, holding out the violin. 'I know you play. Where do you get your strings?'

The man took the instrument, stroking it with long fingers. 'The string broke you said? This violin has been neglected for a long time.'

'It has. It's been inside it's case for three years. I never planned on leaving with a dragon that day of the Choosing, but I did. I had no time to go back for it.'

The man mumbled something while he continued to investigate Wrenlou's violin. Hiccup looked at Wrenlou, who shrugged. Then the man turned to them again.

'I make my own strings.'

'You... you do?'

The man nodded and handed Wrenlou the violin back. 'I have a workshop not far from here. Come with me, I'll show you.'

'Come on Hiccup.'

'Where are we going?'

'Apparently he makes his own strings. He's taking us there now.'

They followed the man towards a small building. He opened the door and gestured them inside. As soon as they stepped into the small room, they were overwhelmed by a smell that was worse than rotten fish.

'Oh my gods... what is that.'

'I told you, strings are made from gut. Sheep gut to be exact. Breathe through your mouth, not your nose.'

'It's disgusting... oh my gods...'

'So. Do you know how to make strings?'

Wrenlou turned to the man, who had opened a window to let some fresh air in. 'I did know how to do that. I'm afraid I have forgotten it. As I said, I haven't touched this thing in three years.'

The man nodded, rearranging some things on his work bench. Then he walked to a cabinet and pulled a few things out.

'Here. Why don't you give that violin a proper cleaning. I'll get some strings for you. I have a few laying in back, I'll go see if they are the right size for your violin.

'Why would you do that?'

'Why? Because of your friend over there. He's the first to ask me to play more. He watched me play with a marveled look in his eyes. That's what I do it for. If I help you fix your violin, you can play for him when I can't. And if you have to get the strings from Lightcity, it takes forever to get them here. That's why I started making my own. Now, give that instrument the care it deserves, okay?'

Wrenlou nodded, walking back to where Hiccup had sat down. He sat down next to him, handing Hiccup one of the jars the man had given him.

They worked in silence. Hiccup and Wrenlou to get the violin completely cleaned and polished, the man to get the strings ready. It took them about two hours of intense attention to get the violin fully cleaned, and by then the man was watching them, four strings ready. The two thicker strings were wrapped in a silver wire, a small piece of colored silk at both ends. When Hiccup looked at the strings still attached to the violin, he saw that the two thicker strings were indeed different from the smaller ones. He picked up one of the strings, carefully twisting it around in his hands.

'It feels really light. I don't really understand how it could have snapped back with so much force it left a mark.'

'There's a lot of tension on those strings. Think of it as a bowstring. In order to make the arrow fly, you have to pull the string back, put a lot of tension on it. This is just the same. It snapped, recoiling because of the tension, and basically acting like a whip.'

Hiccup watched while Wrenlou strung the violin, one string at a time. It certainly looked difficult, but Wrenlou seemed to have no problem with it what so ever. When the last string was replaced the man held out a hand, probably offering to tune it for him, but Wrenlou drew the instrument close to his chest.

'I can do it.'

The man didn't answer but gave a slight nod. After handing Wrenlou a bow, the boy sighed. He glanced over at Hiccup, seeing the wonder and excitement in his eyes and smiled. It took a good deal longer than the previous time to completely tune the violin. After about two hours, Wrenlou sighed, letting the violin slip from his shoulder.

'Are you done?'

'I think so, yes.'

'Can you play for me?'

'I guess I can.'

A wide smile spread across Hiccup's face. After making sure all the strings had the proper notes, Wrenlou took a deep breath.

'So you do play it? It's not just something for decoration?'

The man was standing in the doorway, holding his own violin. Hiccup now noticed that Wrenlou's violin was made from a slightly darker wood.

'I do. I played for years before being forced to stop because of the dragon.'

Wrenlou sounded a little offended and the man laughed. 'I didn't mean to offend you. You wouldn't believe how many people have a violin and know how to tune it, but not play it. That's why I asked. I take playing very seriously.'

Wrenlou smiled. 'It's okay. I get it.'

'So.' The man came in shouldering the violin. 'Play with me.'

Wrenlou nodded, readying his own instrument. 'Like what?'

The man shrugged. 'I don't know. What can you play?'

'Oh Oh! Dance of the Dragons!' Hiccup piped up, bouncing up and down.

Wrenlou laughed. 'Aren't you getting bored by that? There are so much more songs I can play.'

'But I like it...'

'How about this: I will play it for you, tonight, before you go to sleep.'

Hiccup nodded. He knew the sweet tones from the song would hush him to sleep quickly, like they had done after the first time he had heard it and they had been dancing around in his head. He had no idea you could play energetic, activating music on a violin, until Wrenlou started playing.

The song he had started was fast, inviting to dance. After a while the second violin pitched in, and where the violins had sang together in the hall, now they danced together. Hiccup's grin grew wider and wider. He had loved the way the Dance of the Dragons had made him feel. The way it had hushed him to sleep, driven him into a trance, but this was even better. He found he couldn't sit still. He started tapping along with the violin music, rocking from side to side in some sort of sitting dance.

The music slowed to an almost dreamy pace, the violins singing once again, before they picked up pace again. Hiccup couldn't keep his eyes of Wrenlou. The way his fingers darted over the strings, the way he moved the bow. It was magical to Hiccup, who hadn't even expected Wrenlou to own a violin. As the two violinists kept playing, Hiccup could hear the difference now that the instrument was properly cleaned and in possession of new strings. The notes were clearer, the sound resonating through the small room.

'That was an easy one.' The man said when the song was over.

'Easy? For you maybe, I haven't played in years!'

'You managed to keep the pace. And you play very well, but at least challenge me.'

'Maybe I will. Just not at the moment. Right now the strings need to settle. I don't want to break them again.'

The man nodded, then pointed the bow at Wrenlou's chest. 'I will take you up on that one day. When you are a sworn in dragon rider here in the city, I will take you up on that offer.'

'And I'll be looking forward to it. Come on Hiccup, lets go.'

'You won't play anymore?'

'Not at the moment. New strings need to settle. Make no mistake Hiccup, the risk of breaking new strings is just as great as breaking old ones. I would like to avoid this happening a second time. Once was quite enough.'

Hiccup looked at the red mark on Wrenlou's face. 'It's not as red as it was.'

'It better not be. It still hurts like a bitch though.'

'I don't think I can imagine how that must feel.'

'Hmm... Did you ever have a bowstring snap on you and hit your arm?'

Hiccup shook his head. 'My father never allowed me to handle a bow. He always said that people would get hurt if I picked up weapons. After we left Berk I did have a bow, but the string never snapped.'

'Well, you better hope that never happens. Because it hurts like hell. Not as much as a string in the face though.'

'Am I going to learn to shoot a bow in Learners Bay?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'We have to choose a primary weapon. Either sword or bow. Mine's a bow. You can still choose.'

'But now I have the sword.'

'So? I have a sword as well. Just because a bow is my primary weapon, doesn't mean that I never train with the others again. And a bow is nice, but how am I going to fight when my arrows run out?'

'Okay... good point...'

'How about some food? I'm starving. We skipped lunch.'

Before Hiccup could answer, his stomach growled like a hungry animal. Startled, he wrapped his arms around his stomach and looked up at Wrenlou. After a short moment of silence, they started laughing.

'To the Hall it is then.'

'Wrenlou? Can I... can I hold it?'

'What? The violin?'

Hiccup nodded, avoiding Wrenlou's eyes, his own fixed on the ground. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

'Hold it then. But be careful, and don't break the strings. You know what happens.'

Hiccup smiled while he took the instrument from Wrenlou. 'Yeah. It snaps, there's a loud _twang_ and then you have a mark across your face.'

Wrenlou sighed. 'Very funny Hiccup, very funny. But I'm glad you went to get a healer. For a moment I thought I'd gone blind.'

Hiccup's head snapped up. 'Never do that! Don't ever go blind!'

Laughing, Wrenlou held up his hands. 'Alright, take it easy. I will do my best to never go blind.'

Hiccup smiled widely as he walked next to Wrenlou, the violin against his chest. Even though he had no clue on how to play it, it felt incredible to be holding it. When they entered the Hall, there were only a few people there. It was too late for lunch and too early for dinner. It was a good thing that there was always something to eat.

While Wrenlou went to get some food, Hiccup sat down, very carefully placing the violin on the table. He let his finger glide of the the newly polished wood, carefully stroking the instrument's curves.

'You look like you're in love.'

Hiccup looked up, smiling. 'Maybe I am. In love with the sound. In love with the music. Can you be in love with music?'

'Why not?' Wrenlou raised his cup, Hiccup did the same. 'Here's to music, and that it will always brighten our day, no matter how wet, no matter how grey.'

'Did you just... rhyme?'

'Not intentionally.'

'You rhymed!'

'Well... yes. But like I said, I didn't mean to.'

Hiccup smiled widely and Wrenlou chuckled at his face. Shaking his head, he muttered something.

'What? What did you say?'

Wrenlou looked up. 'That we're starting language lessons tomorrow.'

'Awesome! I can't wait. And tonight you will play, right?'

'Yes Hiccup, tonight I will play for you. Now eat your food. We could start language lessons tonight if you want, but you have to eat your food for that first. And no touching the violin with dirty fingers!'

'Don't worry, I won't. Promise.'

Wrenlou chuckled again. The pain was forgotten, the initial shock of the broken string behind him. He had no idea that an instrument he never really liked could move so much in another human being. Hiccup's enthusiasm had rekindled something in his own heart. A passion for the music he hadn't known before. Hiccup made him see how beautiful the tones the strings produced really were. It was Hiccup who had made him take the thing in the first place. He smiled when he looked at the boy, staring lovingly at the violin. Hiccup brought a lot of new things to Dragoncity, he just didn't know it yet.

One day, he would find out.

One day he would realize that his father had been wrong to deny him the use of weapons.

One day, he would reach his full potential, and when that day came, Wrenlou was sure he would be there, playing the violin.

Just for Hiccup.

_In case anyone wonders where I get my inspiration for music, you should listen to the music from Two Steps From Hell, BrunuhVille, Lindsey Stirling, Celtic Woman... These are people that inspire me majorly. For the first song that Wrenlou and our nameless violinist play together I used Rising Sun, from BrunuhVille. Check it out, enjoy it, or hate it, whatever you like. I'm just setting this little piece of information down here so you know what songs I use to write these scenes. Maybe it gives you a better sense of the scene as a whole._


	11. Becoming Friends, Part V

_So, language... yep, that was hard. I mixed a few languages together, using words from spanish, italian and dutch. It's not really about the correct grammar, just the words that Hiccup doesn't understand, and needs to learn. All these words come from google translate, which is, as you might know, not always accurate. So I apologize for any funky mistakes I made..._

_There's a list of words on the bottom, summarizing what words I used and what language they came from._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Becoming Friends, Part V**

'Wait... hang on, I think I got it... wait...'

Hiccup frowned, biting his lip. He was trying to remember the answer to the question Wrenlou had just asked him. Of course he knew the answer, but the tricky part was he had to know it in the language of Dragoncity too.

'No I don't got it. Man, this is hard! How did you learn mine in just three weeks!'

Wrenlou shrugged. 'Nobody came interrupting, I could focus all day long. Alright, different approach. Do you know Verdad o se Atreve? Truth or Dare?'

'No... I don't think I do... What is it?'

'It's a game. It's really simple. I start by asking you "Truth or Dare". You have to choose either one. Say you choose Truth, I ask you a question. Something like, I don't know... How old are you. For example. You have to answer truthfully, you can't lie. You get it so far?' Hiccup nodded. 'So, if you don't know an answer, just say "I don't know". Don't make stuff up. Alright, say you choose Dare. I can ask you something like, would you jump from the roof and trust Toothless to catch you. If it's something you would do, you say yes. If you then want to do it, you're welcome to, but ou don't have to. Again, if you're not sure if you would do it, just say so. Get it?'

Hiccup nodded, a little hesitant. 'So, I suppose I can't use Norse?'

'Just use the words you know. I will ask in my language first, then in yours, okay

Hiccup nodded again.

'Alright. You start.'

'But... me?'

'Just ask me Truth or Dare. And don't say it in Norse.'

'Okay... I think I can do that. What, what was it again?'

'Verdad o se Atreve_._ Just like that. You don't have to get the pronunciation right at the first try.'

'Eh... Vedad o se Atreve_?'_

Wrenlou laughed. 'Verdad. It's verdad.'

'Verdad... Verdad o se Atreve?'

'Yes, that's it! Hmmm... let me see... Verdad.'

''That's... truth, right?' Wrenlou nodded. 'Eh... So now I ask you a question, right? Any kind of question?' Wrenlou nodded again. 'Okay. I know how old you are... I met your parents... oh! What is Learners Bay like?'

Wrenlou scratched his head, frowning. 'What is it like... Well, it's a bay. Obviously. It's rather large. I think you have to see it as some sort of a U-shaped stretch of land. It's... damn, this is harder than I thought... wait, where's your notebook?'

'Em... I don't... Oh wait.'

Hiccup stood up and ran towards Toothless. After digging around in the saddlebag, he pulled his notebook and the pencil out of it. He ran back to Wrenlou and handed him the items. Wrenlou quickly flipped through the pages, stopping sometimes to look at one of the many things Hiccup had drawn. After some drawings of Lightcity, he stopped at an empty page.

'Okay, here's how it is...'

After a quick sketch and a lot of talking, Hiccup nodded. He had realized he had to see the bay for himself to fully understand what it was like. He did understand that it was quite a beautiful place, where the sunsets were always calm and the nights serene. After Hiccup had put his notebook away, laying it down next to him.

'Right. My turn. Verdad o se Atreve

'Verdad!'

'Lo que es Berk como?

'Eh... Did you just ask what Berk was like?' When Wrenlou nodded, Hiccup jumped up. 'Yes! I understood that!'

'Yes you did. Now answer the question. What's it like?'

'It's always cold. There's always snow. Wait, here, look.'

He showed Wrenlou the first page of his notebook, where he had drawn the map of Berk while he had gone looking for Toothless.

'This is the village. This is Raven Point, where Toothless came down after I shot him. Here's Thor's Beach.'

Wrenlou took the notebook from him, staring at the page. 'It really is tiny, isn't it.'

Hiccup nodded. 'Does that answer your question okay? I don't really like to talk about it.'

'Sure it does. Your turn.'

'Verdad o se Atreve.'

'Hmm...' Wrenlou tapped his chin with his finger. 'Atreve.'

'Okay... I dare you to stand on Snowflake's back while she's flying!'

'Stand on her back... I might do that. Not at the moment though, at Learners Bay.'

'But you would do it?'

'Sure! Why not.' He chuckled when Hiccup grinned. 'My turn again. Verdad... o se Atreve...'

Hiccup promptly started laughing at the way Wrenlou had asked the question. He had made it sound like it was something creepy.

'Verdad.'

'Again? Alright... Qué tipos de dragones viven en Berk?'

'Eh.. I understood the dragones... dragons, right?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Qué means what, tipos is types, de is of, dragones you guessed, viven means live and en means in, or on. So the questions is...'

'What types of dragons live on Berk?' Wrenlou smiled and nodded. 'Em... we have Deadly Nadders, Gronckles, Hideous Zipplebacks, Monstrous Nightmares...'

Pesadilla Monstuosa, I'm familiar with those. I have no idea about the rest though...'

'Pesadilla... Monstruosa... That's a Monstrous Nightmare? What's a Night Fury?'

'Furia Noche. Fury of the Night. You know what, how about you ask me one more, I ask you one more, then we just drop the whole game. I think it's easier if you just ask me.'

Hiccup nodded. 'My turn, right?'

'I can spare you the question. Truth. No, wait, Verdad.'

Hiccup smiled. He pulled his legs up, wrapping his arms around his knees as he stared out over the ocean, trying to think of a question.

'What do you learn in Learners Bay?'

'Flying, obviously. Fighting, both with a bow and a sword. You said you had a bow, so you have some experience right? We built it up. We start with shooting at stationary targets, while being still ourselves. Then the targets stay still while we move, then the other way around. The last step is moving while shooting a moving target, like when you're hunting from the dragons back. With sword fighting we learn different things, and we train both hands. Besides the weapons and the flying, we also have history, astronomy, science. Bunch of other boring things.'

'It sounds great! History of Dragoncity?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Of Dragoncity, and of the Night Fury's. We also learn how to act in certain situations, like when things go wrong. We are taught some basic medical knowledge, which was how I was able to save your life.'

'Awesome... I can't wait! I want to go there now!'

'We'll get there soon enough, don't worry. Now it's my turn again. Verdad o se...'

'Dare!' Hiccup shouted. 'No... em... Atre...ve, right?'

'Okay... dare it is. I dare you to show me your most dangerous stunt when we are in the Bay.'

'I can do that... yeah, I will do that.'

Wrenlou smiled, but Hiccup grinned. His most dangerous stunt involved jumping from the dragons back, falling freely through the sky. He doubted if any of the riders at Learners Bay had ever done that.

'Wren? When did you start flying lessons?'

'About six months ago, at the start of year three. Now, come on, ask away. If course the language is a lot more than just words, there are nouns, adjectives, verbs... grammar... you know, the whole thing, but knowing words will help you learn. I could start by telling you the basic things, is that okay?'

'Sure... I guess.'

'Right. You know good day.'

'Buona... giornata, right?'

'Yes. Now, you should know good night.'

'Eh... I don't think...'

'Think of the Night Fury, what is night?'

'Noche! Buona noche!'

'Not entirely. It's buona notte. Usually we say buongiorno and buonasera, which means good morning and good evening.'

'Buongiorno and buonasera... I can remember that.'

'Alright. Now, what do you want to know right now?'

'I don't know... can you tell me some dragon riding terms? Like... wings or something?'

'Wings are vleugels, the tail is called a staart, legs are piernas...'

'Wait! Let me write it down!'

Hiccup grabbed his notebook and pencil, quickly flipping through the pages until he found an empty one. He quickly scribbled down the words as Wrenlou repeated them, adding more. His list grew and grew, spanning almost nine pages when Wrenlou stopped.

'You should read some books. It really helped me. We have a few books in my language as well as yours. I used those to learn.'

Hiccup nodded. His mind was spinning. As he was reading the list of words again, he frowned.

'Wrenlou? Can I ask something?'

'Certainly.'

'Is it hard? Your language?'

'I don't think so, but I was taught it from the moment I started talking. I don't think it will be too hard though, and I'll be here to help.'

'Okay. There's just so much to learn. Your language, your rules, fighting, flying...'

'You'll be fine. You already know how to fly. You've been flying before I did. You've been on the run before we started flying with our dragons, surely you are better than we are.'

'But I didn't have my dragon since he hatched. Our bond is different.'

'That doesn't make it any less strong. You and Toothless are close, very close.'

Hiccup smiled. 'Wrenlou? What is my name in your language? And Toothless'? And Snowflake's?'

'You mean literally translated? Let me see... Hiccup would be Hikkie, Toothless... Toothless would be Tandloos, and Snowflake is fiocco di neve.'

Hiccup chuckled, then started laughing. 'Hikkie? Really? Oh my gods... I like your language! I like that name!'

'I will NOT call you Hikkie.' Wrenlou said, standing up. 'I will not. I refuse.'

'Okay okay, I guess we can stick to Hiccup. What's your name?'

'You mean translated? Well, Wrenlou means gentle, if that's what you mean.'

'Really? Gentle? That suits you.'

Wrenlou started laughing. 'Yeah, I guess it does. Okay, enough with the language today, it's boring. Lets go somewhere fun.'

'My head is spinning anyway. And I think I'm getting a headache.'

'Hmm... I know the perfect place to clear your head. Come on.'

Hiccup followed Wrenlou down the beach. They walked along the seashore, the sand slowly turning to stone, the path taking them up. They stopped at the edge of a cliff and Wrenlou turned to Hiccup.

'This is amazing. Watch.'

He hopped on Snowflake's bare back, holding on to one of the spines. He gestured Hiccup to do the same with Toothless.

'We can't go flying! He doesn't have his tailfin! And I thought we were forbidden to fly...'

'Oh, we're not flying. Look.'

Snowflake launched forward, jumping off the cliff with her wings stretched. Hiccup gasped as he watched her fall, but suddenly, she shot up, not even moving her wings. Toothless wailed, moving closer to the edge. Hiccup jumped on his back. It felt strange to be on the dragon's back without the saddle. Toothless wailed again, then jumped of the cliff, like Snowflake had. After falling a little, the wind caught the dragons wings and carried him higher into the sky. Hiccup's eyes widened in amazement.

'How is this possible?' He shouted to Wrenlou

'No idea!' Wrenlou shouted back. 'Isn't it great?'

Hiccup smiled widely. For the first time he was flying Toothless' without the saddle. The air lifting them higher and higher felt warmer than the rest, but he didn't even care. Toothless wailed loudly, his tongue hanging out of his mouth. When Hiccup looked over at Wrenlou again, his smile got even wider.

Wrenlou was standing on Snowflake's back.

He had an almost ridiculous smile on his face as he waved at Hiccup. Carefully he sat down again and steered Snowflake closer to Hiccup and Toothless.

'That was awesome!'

Wrenlou shrugged. 'Here it's easier. The current keeps you from falling.'

'It still looked dangerous.'

'That's because it was.' Wrenlou looked down. 'We should get back down.'

Hiccup glanced at the ground. The island had shrunk, no more than a rock on the ocean.

'How do we do that?'

'Easy, we glide down. Come one.'

Snowflake flapped her wings, leaving the upward current. She circled down, hardly using her wings. Toothless followed. Hiccup was clenching onto the dragon with all his strength, afraid he might crash, but nothing happened and they landed safely.

'That was so amazing! Can we go again?'

Wrenlou laughed. Not the moment. Maybe later. Right now we have to go back to Dragoncity. It's getting late again, and tomorrow we have to get ready to leave. Lot's of packing, very boring.'

'Are we leaving tomorrow? I thought we were laving the day after tomorrow.'

'We are, but it's best if we pack tomorrow. That way we can leave early. It's been nearly five weeks since I found you, the sooner we get back there, the better.'

Hiccup nodded, the dragons ran along the beach, chasing each other, their riders still on their backs.

'Wrenlou? Do you ever fly bareback? Besides there, I mean.'

'I want to, but Dale won't let me. He says it's to dangerous. But I think it's the ultimate trust exercise. You have to completely trust your dragon if you have nothing to hold on to. So I will fly bareback, even if he says no.'

Hiccup smiled and looked at Toothless tail. He felt guilty for ripping the fin and robbing the dragon of his flight, but now he realized what he robbed himself of. He would never be able to fly Toothless bareback, unless he could come up with some contraption to control the fin without the saddle.

The fin would grow back, Wrenlou had said, but it will take time. Fifty to eighty years.

He sighed. Toothless would have to wait fifty to eighty years to be able to fly without him again. By that time, he might not want to anymore. Maybe he wouldn't even be able to do so anymore. Maybe by that time, he needed the weight from his rider to steer straight.

'I'm sorry bud.' He mumbled, placing his head on the dragon's head.

Toothless crooned in response, running faster to be able to run next to Snowflake. When they slower their pace, Hiccup couldn't imagine how different his life would have been if he hadn't shot down the dragon, or if he had killed him.

And what would have happened if Toothless had never lost the tailfin?

He would have never learned the truth about dragons, that's what. He would still be the screw-up, the runt.

He shook his head, pressing his hands against his temples to get rid of the memories and questions that suddenly flooded his mind.

'Hiccup? Everything alright?'

He looked up at Wrenlou and smiled. He nodded, the memories fading, his questions buried at the back of his mind.

'I've never been better.'

'Good. That's good. If anything's wrong, just tell me, okay?'

Hiccup nodded again. Wrenlou had been with him constantly for the past few weeks, and he wondered what he would have done without him. How different would waking up have been, if Wrenlou had given in to the demands to go back to the bay. Would he have decided to stay then? Would he have found a home?

He didn't want to think about it and pushed the thought aside.

Wrenlou was the first real friend he had ever had, and the best friend he would ever have.

_Words I used for the language of Night Fury Island:_

_Spanish:_

_Verdad o se atreve: Truth or dare_

_Vedad o se atreve: Novelty or dare_

_Lo que es Berk como: What is Berk like?_

_Furia Noche: Night Fury_

_Qué tipos de dragones viven en berk: What types of dragons live on Berk?_

_Pesadilla Monstruosa: Monstrous Nightmare_

_Piernas: Legs_

_Fiocco di neve: Snowflake_

_Italian:_

_Buono giornata: Good day_

_Buona notte Good night_

_Buongiorno Good morning_

_Buonasera: Good night _

_Dutch:_

_Vleugels: Wings_

_Staart: Tail_

_Hikkie and Tandloos are the names of Hiccup and Toothless in dutch. It means the same, but personally I think Hikkie sounds like an endearment, something you would call a child._

_Again, I apologize for any mistakes in the words or sentences. Google translate helps, but can't really be trusted. Feel free to correct me if you do know the proper way to say it, and I'm open for more words!_


	12. Becoming Friends, Part VI

_Last part of this story is here! A new one starts after this, so don't worry!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Becoming Friends, Part VI**

'Hiccup, get up!'

Hiccup grunted and sat up, rubbing his eyes. He yawned before he looked around. Wrenlou was standing next to the bed, Snowflake at his side. Toothless crooned from the other side of the bed, demanding attention. Wrenlou crossed his arms.

'Come on, we have tons of stuff to do today.'

Hiccup sighed. Packing. He didn't like packing. He didn't even know what to take!

'Can we at least have breakfast first?'

'Of course! Can't start packing without breakfast. Now get dressed, we'll be downstairs.'

Wrenlou mounted the white dragon, and they flew off. Hiccup yawned again, just sitting on the bed for a while. Then he quickly slipped into his clothes, and flew Toothless down to the plaza. The dragons ran away to get some fish, the boys went into the Hall. Once they had settled down on their usual table, Hiccup sighed.

'I don't know what to take.'

'Well, you need your sword, all of your clothes, the notebook, I can imagine. The saddle, the tailfin... Don't forget the dragon.'

'Now you're just stating the obvious.'

'Hey, you were asking what you needed to take, I'm telling you.'

'Very funny. But it was a serious question.'

'The first part was a serious answer. You need the sword, clothes, notebook. Anything else you want to take.'

'That's just it, I don't know what I want to take. I mean, should I like, take a dagger?'

'Do you have one?'

Hiccup shook his head. He had lost all his weapons when he had been captured by the strange men that nearly killed him. He had arrived on Night Fury Island with just the clothes he was wearing, and whatever was left in the saddlebags.

'Then we'll have to find you one.'

'Is that necessary?'

'To have a dagger? Yes. I have one with me at all times. It's not only a weapon, it's a tool. You never know when you need it.'

'Okay... I think I understand that. But what else? Do I need to take food? Or a blanket or anything?'

'No. no food, no blanket, that's all present in the bay.'

'Then... then I don't have much to take...'

'Oh don't worry about it, you don't have to. As long as you have everything you need. You might want to take some oranges though, we don't have those in the bay.'

'What? Why not?'

'The bay is really secluded. Everything we eat, we grow there, or hunt ourselves. So we eat a lot of fish, because of the dragons, you know? But oranges don't grow there, so we don't have those. If you want them, you have to take them.'

'I do want them. I love them.'

To emphasize his words he picked the orange from his plate. He had started to get handier in peeling the thing, but it was still a challenge.

'Okay.' Wrenlou said, putting down his cup. 'So we need to get oranges, and find you a dagger somewhere. Maybe the blacksmith can help with that. We can go ask him.'

Hiccup nodded, his mouth full of orange. After he swallowed the pieces, he put the rest down, picking up some bread.

'I was a blacksmith's apprentice before I left.'

'You... really?'

'Hard to believe, I know.' Hiccup looked at his arms. They didn't exactly look like he had worked in a forge before.

'That's how I was able to make Toothless' tailfin. And the saddle.'

Wrenlou's eyes widened. 'You made all that? Really?'

Hiccup nodded, suddenly feeling shy again. He quickly stuffed the rest of the orange in his mouth.

'You continue to amaze me, you know that?'

Hiccup felt his cheeks go red and he mumbled something intelligible. Wrenlou just laughed.

'Maybe you could go into apprenticeship in the city. Later, when we're done learning.' Wrenlou sighed, resting his head in his hands. 'Really, I wish I didn't have to take you there. Don't get me wrong, the place is amazing, and Dale is a great guy, but learning is such a bore...'

'I bet it's amazing.'

'Yeah sure, that's because you join us in our last year. Not even the whole year. We're just getting to all the fun stuff. You skipped the boring part.'

'Raising a baby dragon is boring?'

After sipping the rest of the juice from his cup, Wrenlou sighed and shook his head.

'That's not boring, that's hazardous. Especially when they discover their flame. Lots of things get burned when that happens. A single sneeze, and you're on fire if you're not careful. That's how this happened.' He gestured to the scar under his arm. 'Snow was climbing all over me, not fully aware of how sharp her claws were. And she scratched me.'

'Now I really wish I could have known Toothless as a baby.'

'It would have been different. But, are you ready?'

'Yes, I'm ready. Where are we going first?'

'The forge. Have I shown you the forge before? I don't think I have...'

'You didn't.' Hiccup said, stacking the plates. 'I don't even know where it is. It isn't on the plaza is it?'

'No, but it's close. Come on! Let's get you a dagger shall we?'

'I had one... I made it myself. But I lost it.'

'When he...?'

Hiccup shook his head while they walked out of the Hall. 'When I met Toothless. He had me throw it in the lake when we first met. I forgot to retrieve it when I left.'

'I'm sure that once you become the blacksmith's apprentice, you can make tons of daggers if you like.'

Hiccup smiled weakly while they walked through the streets. He missed working the forge a little. Usually Gobber would have just given him something to do, and left him alone with his work. Even though it had been hard work, he had enjoyed it.

He heard the forge before he saw it. The sound of the hammer on metal rang through the air. As soon as the building came into view, he saw it was much bigger than the one on Berk. The smith was a large man with short brown hair, no more than a stubble. His bare torso was shimmering with sweat as he worked the pice of metal on the anvil. He stopped as soon as he saw them, placing his work in the fire again. After he had exchanged a few words with Wrenlou, he placed it back on the anvil.

'He said that he didn't have a dagger for you, but he's willing to make one for you.'

Hiccup nodded, hesitating a moment before he pulled Wrenlou's sleeve.

'Could... could you ask him if I can make it myself?'

'Make it yourself...?' Hiccup nodded. 'Are you sure?'

'Wren, I can do it. Trust me. All I need is some time. Please ask him.'

Wrenlou turned back to the man. As soon as he had uttered the question, the blacksmith looked at Hiccup and burst out in laughter. Hiccup clenched his jaw. The blacksmith said something to Wrenlou, shaking his head, still laughing. Hiccup turned his gaze to the ground. It hurt. The man was laughing at him, and it hurt. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder. He had expected it to be Wrenlou, but it was the blacksmith.

'You... make?' The man asked in broken Norse.

Hiccup nodded. 'I can do it, really. Please.'

The smith frowned and looked at Wrenlou, who quickly translated Hiccup's words. The man nodded slowly, eyeing the boy in front of him. Then he stepped aside, and with a wide arm gesture indicated the forge.

'You make!'

Hiccup looked up to the man. Did that mean...? Before he could say anything, the smith gently pushed him inside the forge. He handed him an apron which was two sizes too big, and showed him where the tools were. Then he stepped aside, staying just outside the forge.

He was all too aware of the eyes that were watching him. The blacksmith, he didn't even know his name, was standing at the entrance, his arms crossed. The man was watching his every move and it made him feel a little nervous.

Wrenlou had hopped onto one of the wooded tables, and was just sitting there, his legs swaying back and forth. He was also watching, but with interest and amazement, whereas the blacksmith just looked distrusting.

It had been a while since he had last been in a forge and it felt strange to have a hammer in his hands again, but after a few strikes, he picked up the rythm. A smile crept on his face while he hammered the metal into shape, although his arm started to hurt a lot sooner than it used to.

When he looked up, he found both Wrenlou and the blacksmith staring at him. The former was smiling widely, the latter was just staring, his jaw on the ground. He smiled sheepishly and quickly turned around, placing his metal piece back in the fire.

After a few hours of hammering and heating and hammering and heating, the metal started to take shape. Wrenlou had slid off the table, coming closer. Hiccup could see the fascination in his eyes. Somehow it felt good to be able to show his savior what he was capable of doing with metal, fire and a hammer. The blacksmith had also come closer, muttering under his breath.

He felt pride rise while he sharpened his newly made dagger. It had taken him half the day to get the thing done, but it was a work of art. It looked a lot like his old one, but was slightly bigger. He had engraved his initials, HHH, just below the hilt.

'Hiccup... that is bloody amazing.'

He looked up, his eyes meeting Wrenlou's. He smiled shyly, eyes shifting to the ground. He felt a hand on his shoulder and saw the blacksmith standing next to him, one hand out demanding the weapon. A little hesitant he placed it in the man's huge hands. The smith turned it around, trying to find some flaw, but finding none. He nodded in approval, and said something while he handed Hiccup the dagger back.

Two pairs of eyes staring at him like no one had ever looked at him before, made him feel really uncomfortable. They were looking at him with amazement, pride even. They were looking at him like he was worth something. They saw him and his abilities.

'I don't know how you just did that, but that was amazing. Really!'

'Thanks...' Hiccup mumbled.

He wrapped his arms around himself, staring at the ground. A hand lifted his chin and he looked into the eyes of the blacksmith.

'You make... good.'

A wide smile spread across his face as he felt pride wash over him. Someone acknowledged his work as good. He held the dagger with both hands, trying to stop them from shaking with excitement.

'T...thank you... for letting me use the forge.'

Wrenlou had to translate, but as soon as he had, the smith started laughing. Not the condescending laugh from before, but a warm, openhearted one.

After bidding the man goodbye, they left, walking back to the plaza. Wrenlou was shaking his head while he looked at Hiccup.

'I have said it before, and I will say it again. That was amazing! How do you do that!'

'I... I don't really know... why did he let me use the forge? He didn't know me at all.'

'Because I convinced him to trust you. Can I see that?'

Hiccup handed him the dagger and Wrenlou studied it from all sides. He shook his head again.

'I can't believe you made this in so little time. It's incredible. You would make a good blacksmith one day. I have one question thought. What does HHH stand for?'

'My full name. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock.'

Wrenlou raised an eyebrow. 'Horrendous...?'

'Don't say it. Let's just stick with Hiccup please.'

'Don't worry. I will never call you Horrendous. Who names their child Horrendous...'

'Vikings do. Don't ask. What else do I need to pack?'

'Right... packing...' Wrenlou handed Hiccup the dagger again. 'Clothes. Notebook. What's in your saddlebags?'

'Em... I'm not sure... there was a canteen with water in there, a bowl, a spoon...'

'Good. All very essential. Add some bandages to that, and you have the basics right there.'

'Basics?'

Wrenlou nodded and stepped out of the way when a Night Fury dashed through the street, followed by another.

'We must have a few things in our saddlebags at all times. Water, bandages, a bowl, a spoon, a second knife. If I hadn't brought all that, you would have bled out on your way to the city.'

'But I don't have a second knife yet.'

'Don't worry about it. Alright. You go up to your room and start collecting everything. I'll go get a bunch of oranges.'

Hiccup nodded and started walking across the plaza. Then he turned around to Wrenlou.

'Bring lots!'

Wrenlou waved a hand at him and Hiccup smiled. He was almost at the door that led to the stairs to his room, when he remembered Toothless was still somewhere on the plaza. He looked around the mass of dragons, but finding a black dragon among black dragons, was really hard. He sighed and was about to give up, when he spotted a speck of white. He called out to the white dragon, and as soon as she spotted him, she bounced over. Toothless was right behind her.

'Toothless! There you are. I think you should wait here for Wrenlou, okay?'

The white dragon bobbed her head and turned away from him. Hiccup jumped on Toothless back and quickly flew up to his room. Somewhere at the back of his head a nagging voice kept repeating that he wasn't allowed to fly, but he didn't even care anymore.

His clothes were quickly gathered, he didn't have that many. He was sketching when Wrenlou flew in, Snowflake shaking her wings before she sailed down to the plaza again. Wrenlou threw a bag on the bed, some oranges rolling out.

'Here you go. All I could find. They won't last for six months, but you can survive without them, right?'

Hiccup nodded. He couldn't resist to pick one up to eat it. He looked up when Wrenlou sat down next to him.

'Got everything?'

'I think so. Got my clothes... My dagger... Oh! Sword!'

He jumped up, some of the oranges rolling of the bed. He picked the sword from the chair and walked it over to the bed, putting in next to his clothes. After picking the oranges from the ground and stuffing them back into the bag, he sat down again.

'What do we do now?'

'Wait. We could go to the Hall, hear more music. Walk around the city some more.'

'Can't we leave now?'

Wrenlou shook his head. They expect us tomorrow. So we have to show up tomorrow.'

'Okay. Can we go to the Hall?'

'Absolutely. We're going to have to take the stairs though.'

'I don't care. Will you take you violin to the Hall? Play there?'

'Eh...' Wrenlou ran a hand over the still visible welt from the broken string. 'I prefer not. I don't play well with an audience. And the strings still have to settle. I really, really, don't want this to happen again.'

He gesture to his face while he opened the door. Toothless crooned and trotted after them, but Hiccup stopped him.

'You stay here bud. I'll bring you some fish. Get some extra rest. Tomorrow the lazy days are over again.'

The dragon wailed, but his wail turned into a yawn and he sauntered over to the bed, curling up on the ground next to it. Hiccup softly closed the door and followed Wrenlou down the stairs. He was excited about tomorrow, and yet he was somewhat scared.

He had no idea what he would find, and that scared him.

But he would be with other riders, learning new things, and that excited him.

When he stepped onto the plaza, excitement won from his fear. He had Toothless. He had Wrenlou. His new life was about to start, really start, he would make sure he enjoyed every moment of it.

_Alright! That was the second story! Starting the third after this. Hope you enjoyed it, please let me know!_


	13. No One Is To Blame

_Okay, so before I post the third story about Learners Bay, I had to write this. This is a little one-shot that popped in my mind at dinner. It's written from Stoick's point of view, describing the first few months after Hiccup ran away, or as the vikings believe, was taken by a dragon. There will probably be more of these one-shots focusing on the vikings, maybe Astrid and Gobber too, but no promises at this moment._

_Let me know what you think! _

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**No One Is To Blame, One-shot**

_I was pushing through the dense forest. The emotions swirling within me were mixed. At one side I had never been happier. My son had been chosen to kill the dragon! He would finally become a man, the viking I always wanted him to be. But the other side was nagging. The other side had seen Hiccup's expression when Gothi choose him, had seen his despair._

_He had left as soon as he could and last I saw him, he was running into the forest. I had attempted to follow him, but soon lost him because he was so small he could reach places I never could._

_'Hiccup! Hiccup, where are you! I want to talk to you! Just talk...'_

_No answer came._

_I didn't really expect it to. For as long as I could remember, Hiccup avoided confrontations with me as the plague. When he had been younger, he had been cheerful, his eyes always seeing the wonders of the world, but over the years as he aged, he had lost that cheer and it had been replaced with sarcasm. He started avoiding me more and more, only talking to me when he had to. I had no idea how to get through to him. I was a single father who lost his wife to soon after the birth of his first and only son, I had no idea how to raise a child, let alone talk to him._

_'Hiccup! Come back here at once!'_

_I forced my way through the forest, trying to find the path Hiccup had taken, but I failed. A very unpleasant feeling started to form in my heart. Something was wrong. Something wasn't as it should be. Branches snapped under my weight, leaves got stuck in my beard, my bearskin cloak got snagged on trees more that once, but I didn't care. I had to find Hiccup. He was in danger, I could sense it. The little hairs at the back of my neck were standing upright, a shudder ran down my spine as I suddenly stood frozen._

_Something large was moving through the forest. And it was most likely a dragon._

_Then I heard the scream._

_It sounded like a child in distress, but not just any child._

_It was __my__ child._

_'Hiccup! Hiccup where are you!'_

_I pushed forward, using my size to simply break through the trees. Branches and twigs snapped as I pushed towards that scream a knot forming in my stomach. As I broke a tree that was standing in my way, the wood splintering when I pulled it apart, there was a second sound that made my blood go cold._

_The roar of a dragon._

_My eyes grew wide and I stood frozen for only a moment, then I rushed forward with renewed energy. Hiccup's voice pierced the air again, but he wasn't screaming this time._

_He was crying for help._

_He was crying for __me__._

_I broke one more tree out of my way, then I saw him. Hiccup, __my__ Hiccup, scrambling across the forest floor. He was running, or trying to. He stumbled, his clothes becoming torn. From this distance I couldn't see his face, but I knew he was crying. I had heard it in his voice before._

_A dragon roared, obviously angered, and Hiccup screamed again._

_And that's when I saw the gigantic head of a Monstrous Nightmare appear through the trees. Branches snapped like twigs under the weight of the dragon as he went after the child. Hiccup ran, screaming and crying. _

_It was clear to me that he was terrified. _

_It was clear to me that he was in danger, grave danger, and yet I did nothing._

_I couldn't do anything besides stare as Hiccup tripped, tumbling down a slope, his fall softened by a pile of leaves. Before he could get up, the head of the dragon snapped down, latching onto his leg and pulling him into the air._

_I watched frozen as he dangled between the Nightmare's jaws, his blood curdling cry of agony piercing my ears, and yet I was still powerless to do anything._

_My legs felt like they were made of stone, and kept me in my place._

_My tongue had never been as dry before and I couldn't make a sound._

_All I could do was stare at the dragon that was going to kill my son in front of my eyes._

_The Nightmare flung his precious prey into the air and opened his wings. Before the boy hit the ground, he was grabbed by the dragon, another agonized scream escaping his lips as I saw one of the dragon's talons pierce his side._

_He went limp soon after, his cries fading. Blood was trickling from his mangled leg, hanging in a strange angle, almost completely torn off. He was bleeding badly from the wound in his side, where the dragon still had a hold on him._

_I could swear that I heard his voice in a broken, helpless whisper before his head fell back and the dragon carried his limp body, his dead body, with him to their accursed nest._

_And still all I could do was stare. _

_I hated myself for it. How could I let this beast kill my only son? How could I just stand here, frozen like a deer surrounded by dogs? _

_I, Stoick the Vast, Chief of the Hooligan tribe, the most feared dragon killer in all of Berk, had just let a dragon take my only son._

_I had let the beast attack him._

_I had let that beast __kill__ the only thing I had left of my wife._

_I had let a dragon kill the future chief of Berk. _

_No one was to blame, only me._

_No one had been here, seeing what I just saw._

_No one was to blame._

_It was my fault._

0-0-0-0-0-0

I shot up, sweat trickling from my forehead and stinging my eyes, mixing with the tears on my cheeks. It took a moment before I realized that I had been dreaming again. No one had actually seen Hiccup being taken by a dragon, but my experiences on the matter filled in the rest after we had found the tracks.

For weeks after I had held hope.

Hope that we would find him.

Hope that he was just hiding somewhere and would show up soon enough.

Hope that faded with every day he wasn't here.

I took a shuddering breath before I slipped out of bed, my bare feet touching the cold floor. I shivered, but didn't pull a tunic over my head. I didn't care about the cold.

My feet tentatively led me to the door of Hiccup's room and my hand hovered over the doorknob. It had been months since his disappearance, and I hadn't been in his room once since he went missing. I always felt that I would be violating something if I did, that I would destroy the memories I had of him.

But when I finally found the courage to open the door and step inside, I found that the memories flooded me from all sides.

I saw his helmet, the one I had given him not long before he disappeared, still hanging on his bedpost.

I saw the little toy Nadder that his mother had made for him, still standing besides his pillow.

I saw his desk, still covered with drawings and ideas, papers still scattered on the floor around it.

I saw the door to his closet, still opened a little, his clothes still inside it.

It was like he never left.

Everything was where he left it, everything was like it had been when he had actually been living here. I took a step forward, but grief took me.

I could see it now.

The longing behind the mask, the loneliness behind the smile, the desire to be loved, accepted by his clan.

To be loved and accepted by _me_.

I sank to the floor, hugging my chest. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but I couldn't. All he had wanted was for people to accept him, for people to see him for what he was.

He had tried, time and time again to earn my love, while he had it all along.

He just never knew, because I never showed it. Because I never treated him like a father should treat a son.

I could see that now, and it only aggravated my grief.

My son had died alone, wounded and scared, screaming for help that never came. That much I knew. I could only hope that the dragon had killed him quickly, that his suffering was over before it began, but I had no way of knowing.

My beard became wet with the tears rolling over my cheeks as I sat there in Hiccup's room. It had been months, but it still hurt...

I had lost my wife to a dragon, and then I had lost my son the same way.

And no one was to blame, but me.

All my actions, all my words directed towards the boy, all the times I didn't listen had led to the moment where he had gone into the woods, instead of coming home to celebrate with me. He had rather been alone than with his father, getting ready for the fight.

And it had cost him dearly.

It had cost him his life.

And it was my fault.

All of it was my fault.

No one was to blame for his death.

No one was to blame.

No one.

Only me.

0-0-0-0-0-0

_So sorry for the depressing words... I had to write this before I lost it again. Just a little one-shot about Stoick's feelings. Think of it what you like, but please share your feelings on this. It was kind of... experimental. _

_Alright! Let's leave the depression behind okay? After this it's back to Hiccup!_


	14. Learners Bay, Part I

_Third story! Takes place directly after the previous one, so no time jumps. I don't really like time jumps, to me they prove lack of inspiration and laziness, so most stories will be following each other closely. Of course, there will be minor time jumps... just minor ones._

_Hiccup finally gets to Learners Bay! Now it's time to start learning..._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Learners Bay, Part I**

'Hiccup? Are you ready?'

Hiccup turned around. Wrenlou was standing behind him, Snowflake next to him. The dragon had been saddled already and both were watching him with expecting eyes. He turned away from them and looked around the room. In the short time he had been here, it already felt like home. He stared at his feet and fumbled with the seem of his shirt. When he felt a hand on his shoulder he looked up again, his eyes meeting Wrenlou's.

'Is something wrong?'

Hiccup shook his head and turned away from Wrenlou. He didn't want to show his friend that he was terrified. Toothless cooed softly and he looked at the dragon, smiling weakly. He had yet to saddle him.

'Hiccup, what's wrong?'

'I'm scared okay? I'm scared of what they'll think of me, I'm scared that they'll make fun of Toothless, I'm scared I won't be good enough!'

'Hiccup...'

'No! You don't understand! I have been mocked all my life, everyone always telling me I was a disaster, a failure. They called me useless just because I couldn't lift a sword. My own father didn't want me. I just don't want to be rejected again...'

He heard Wrenlou sigh and he turned back, desperately trying to fight back the tears. He didn't even know where the sudden fear came from. He had been immensely excited when Wrenlou had told him they would leave for Learners Bay, but as the day grew closer, he had become more and more scared that they wouldn't like him.

'Hiccup, no one will reject you, no one will make fun of Toothless, believe me. Do you think that riders are the only ones losing limbs out there? Starstruck, the dragon of our teacher, is missing half a wing. They will be impressed that you managed to create an artificial tailfin for him, restoring his flight. And you don't have to be good to join the group. We didn't start out as flying prodigies. I mean, you should have seen my first flight, I was terrified, I thought I would die.'

Hiccup looked up at him, his lip trembling. Wrenlou smiled then pulled him in a hug, wrapping his arms around his shoulders. He stiffened at the sudden embrace, Wrenlou had never hugged him before. It felt strange to be in the arms of the one that rescued him from certain death. But it also brought out a certain longing. He wanted, no, _needed,_ human companionship just as much as he needed Toothless. He needed Wrenlou. He wrapped his arms around Wrenlou's waist and pressed his head against his chest. Wrenlou's chin rested on top of his head, and he realized he just fitted under it. Wrenlou was almost a head bigger than he was.

'You're not useless Hiccup. You have you're own talents. You just made a dagger yesterday! I'm sure that in time, you will see what you're are capable off, just as I see it now.'

This made Hiccup pull away and he stared at the older boy. 'You really think so?'

Wrenlou smiled warmly, putting a hand on his shoulder. 'Yes I do. I know you're afraid, I mean, meeting new people can be challenging, especially when you don't speak their language, but you're not alone anymore. I'm not leaving you on your own. Now get that dragon ready and meet me in the plaza, okay?'

Hiccup nodded, a smile forming on his lips. He brushed the unshed tears from his face and turned to Toothless. The dragon was looking at him with worried eyes, but they soon lit up when he saw the smile on his riders face. He didn't need to look at Wrenlou to know he had already hopped on Snowflake's back, the gush of wind from her wings as she took off did that for him. He took a deep breath and picked the saddle from the bed. Upon seeing this, Toothless bounded over towards him and nudged his shoulder. Hiccup chuckled as he turned to the impatient dragon.

'You're going to have to sit still if you want me to get this on you.'

Toothless wailed and continued his running around for a bit more, only stopping when Hiccup yelled at him to sit still. The boy was smiling as he fastened the straps of the saddle. As soon as he was done, Toothless jumped up again, running to the edge of the room. It was very clear that he didn't share Hiccup's anxiety over the issue of leaving the city. Hiccup sighed, shaking his head slightly. He tugged on the leather harness Wrenlou had given him, similar to the one he was wearing himself and then strapped the sword around his waist. After gathering his bags and making sure he had everything he needed, he walked to the dragon.

Toothless stayed still this time while he fastened the bags to the saddle and then crouched down to allow the boy to climb on his back. Hiccup clicked the prosthetic into the right position and Toothless spread his wings, simply gliding down to the plaza where Wrenlou was waiting. As soon as Hiccup landed, Snowflake got up from her crouched pose.

'Are you ready? Do you have everything?'

Hiccup nodded, mentally recounting the things he had to take and ticking them off in his mind. He had his notebook, his pencil, he had his clothes, his dagger and his sword... and of course the contends of the saddlebag as Wrenlou had explained it. Bandages, water, bowl... yes, he had everything.

'Then let's go!'

Snowflake spread her wings, Toothless followed her example. Both dragons shot up and spiraled through the city before heading east. They flew silently, Hiccup had his face turned to the wind, his eyes closed as he enjoyed the freedom of flight once again. After a while he turned to Wrenlou.

'Can you tell me about the others?'

'The others...? The other riders you mean?' When Hiccup nodded he sighed. 'I suppose I could. As I told you before, Broghan is my brother. His dragon is called Moonchaser. Then there's Leila and Sephina, and of course the twins.'

Hiccup sat up at this. 'Twins?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Susan and Sharon. Don't be startled when you see them, and don't try to tell them apart. They could be each others reflection. Their dragons are called Skygazer and Windrider, also twins.'

'Wait... the dragons are twins too?'

'Yes. Twin riders and twin dragons. Isn't that great?'

'But... how would you get twin dragons? Did they come from the same egg? Is that even possible?'

Wrenlou chuckled and shifted his weight in Snowflake's saddle. The dragon moved a little closer to Hiccup and Toothless, crooning softly.

'Yes. They did come from the same egg. That choosing was the strangest ever. First the twin dragons, then a white Night Fury. It was weird.'

'Wow...' Hiccup mumbled. He had never realized there could be something like twins dragons. But then again, he had never thought there would be a whole island with Night Fury's.

'And... what about your teacher?'

'Dale? Dale is a good guy, really. Without him, you would have never made it to Dragoncity. He gave me permission to bring you. Anyways, he's like a father figure for us. He looks out for us, protects us. And above all, he teaches us what we need to know. And Starstruck is such an amazing dragon.'

'But how does he teach you to fly, if his own dragon can't fly? I mean, with half a wing...'

'You remember those warm upward winds I took you to? They are also present at the Bay. He flies in them, we fly around them. And she's missing only half her wing, she's not completely banned from flying. She just can't get very high, or go very fast. It's more like... gliding, you know.'

Hiccup nodded slowly, trying to picture a dragon with half a wing. There were so many ways in which a wing could be sliced in half. He turned to Wrenlou again.

'But... what part of her wing is she missing then? I can't... I can't picture it.'

'Alright. Ehm... it's her left wing so... we're on the right side of you, good. Okay, look. If this is her wing...' He gestured to Snowflake's outstretched wing. '...the part she's missing is basically this.' He drew an imaginary line from the bottom half of her wing, fairly close to her body to the top, beyond the joint where she bend it.

'Oh...' Hiccup sat, staring at the wing. 'I can see how that's a problem.' Then something else came to him. 'But downed dragons are dead dragons right? Won't she go mad without being able to fly?'

'She still has some flight left. And with those winds that can carry her up, she can still sense the freedom of flight, just a little more restricted. And besides, when a dragon has a rider, the chances of them going insane are significantly less then when they don't.'

Hiccup bit his nail and focused on where Toothless was going. They were flying above the trees, palm trees he now knew, the sun warm on their faces. He took a shuddering breath, he was still afraid he realized. Still afraid of rejection, even if Wrenlou had assured him things would work out just fine.

'Hiccup. It will be fine, believe me, please.'

He nodded, not entirely sure. From what little Wrenlou had told him about his brother, and after meeting his parents, he had a fairly good idea to Broghan's character. And it wasn't Wrenlou's brother he was afraid of, it was the others. Three girls. He didn't have much experience with girls and what little he had, was coming from Astrid, who would ignore him, or hurt him.

The silence lingered, only broken by the _swoosh_ from the dragon's wings. Hiccup was staring down at Toothless' neck, his worries and doubts repeating in his mind, over and over. He looked up when a shadow fell over him and found that Snowflake had moved from his right side to his left side.

'Hiccup, don't worry about them, okay? You'll have to spend most time with me anyway, until you learn the language.'

Hiccup nodded. He knew that. Now that he thought about it, he realized that part of his fear came from not being able to understand them. He wouldn't even know when they would make fun of him. Despite Wrenlou's assurances that they would do no such thing, it was the main reason for his fear. Instead of pushing the issue, Wrenlou just steered Snowflake up. Toothless followed and soon they broke out above the clouds. From this position they could see almost the entire island, the Night Fury's flying from and to the city, the waves crashing on white beaches. Once again, Hiccup was reminded of how different this island was from Berk and it's rocky shores, dark waters and cold days.

He smiled, holding his arms out to the side. The wind was whipping his hair around his face, pulling on his clothes, but he didn't even leaned forward and wrapped his arms around Toothless' neck. The dragon crooned softly in response. Then he sat up again and turned to Wrenlou.

'Are we there yet?'

'Almost. There it is, look.'

Wrenlou pointed down and Hiccup followed his finger to a bay beneath them. He could see some houses standing around a plaza, no more than tiny dots. Between the tiny dots were even smaller dots, black ones. They were headed to the little plaza.

'Is that it? It looks so small...'

'It is small. Want to land on the plaza or the beach?'

'They are going to the plaza, aren't they? Shouldn't we land there?'

Wrenlou shrugged. 'No one told me I'm supposed to land on the plaza. So where do you want to land?'

'Em...' Hiccup scratched the back of his neck, looking from the tiny black dots on the little plaza, to the inviting white sand of the beach. 'Can't we take the beach?'

'Of course we can!'

Wrenlou leaned forward and Snowflake folded her wings against her sides. They shot down towards the beach, Toothless following in close pursuit. It wasn't until the very last moment that Snowflake opened her wings and almost crash landed on the beach, sending a fountain of sand into the air as she slipped a little. Toothless landed a little more controlled with a little hop before he folded his wings.

'Well...' Wrenlou said, sliding of Snowflake's back. 'Welcome to Learners Bay.'

Before Hiccup could answer, something slammed into Wrenlou, knocking him of his feet. They tumbled over the sand and when they stopped Hiccup could see it was a girl with long brown hair. She was sitting on Wrenlou's chest, his arms pinned to the ground.

'Wrenlou!'

She pulled him up and hugged him tight. He returned her hug half heartedly, patting her back.

'Hey Leila...'

'It's so good to see you again!' She shrieked in his ear while she let go. 'You have no idea...'

She was shoved aside by a boy, not much taller than Wrenlou was. Hiccup could clearly see the resemblance between Wrenlou and the other, and realized that this was his brother, Broghan.

'Hey Broghan.'

'Wrenlou. Good to have you back. You have a lot to catch up... and what happened to your face!'

Broghan tried to grab his chin, bur Wrenlou managed to avoid the hand. He hid the mark on his face by putting his own hand over it, staring at his brother with his green eye.

'Nothing! It's just... the string snapped, okay?'

'String?' Broghan crossed his arms. 'I mean to remember that your bow is still here.'

'Not the bow string.' Wrenlou said with a sigh, lowering his hand as he saw Dale approach. 'From my violin.'

'The violin...? But... that's in Lightcity, with our parents, isn't it?'

'Eh... it was...'

'You've been to Lightcity?!' Broghan blurted out, startling everyone, including Hiccup, who jumped a little. Dale frowned.

'Eh.. yes?'

Immediately, Wrenlou was bombarded with questions. Hiccup saw him back away, his hands over his ears, but he was laughing. Dale was the one that silenced the group, and the first to notice Hiccup. He said something and Hiccup's eyes flew to Wrenlou, silently begging him for help. Wrenlou straightened his back.

'Get off the dragon Hiccup, they don't bite.'

Hiccup bit his lip, the slid of Toothless. The dragon crooned softly, but then sat down on the sand, his tail curled around him.

'Guys, this is Hiccup. Hiccup, meet Dale, Broghan, Leila, Sharon and Susan.'

Hiccup smiled as Wrenlou alternated between languages fluently. Wrenlou's Norse had become quite good over their time together, and he still couldn't speak a word of the language of the island. Okay, not true. He knew some word. He raised his hand and waved weakly.

'H... hi...'

Toothless growled loudly, joining in with his greeting. The older man, Dale, crossed his arms as he looked at him and he shrunk back against the dragon.

'Well, he certainly looks better than the last time I saw him. It's good to have you back.'

Dale walked closer to Wrenlou, putting a hand on his shoulder. He frowned when he saw the mark across his face, running a finger over it. Then he turned around to Hiccup and held out his hand. Hiccup frowned. He had no idea what he was supposed to do. The it dawned on him and he felt stupid. He reached out his own hand and Dale took it in a firm handshake. The the man turned to the teenagers on the beach, each flanked by their dragons.

'Let us go to the Hall. There you can tell us all about yourself Hiccup. With the help of Wrenlou of course, because I understand that you don't quite speak our language just yet. Come on.'

'Wren? Where are we going?' Hiccup whispered a little nervous.

'The Hall. They want to know about you. I'm going to translate a lot tonight.'

Broghan came up next to his brother, wrapping an arm around his shoulder. 'So Wrenlou. How did you learn his language?'

'I read a lot.' When he saw Broghan's skeptical face, he persisted. 'No really, I read a lot. It wasn't hard. He's from the Northern Lands. Dad's been there too.'

'So you really have been back home.'

Wrenlou nodded, crossing his arms. 'Hiccup wanted to see Lightcity, and we had some time. We went a few days ago. It was nice to see them again.'

Broghan smiled, glancing at the boy on Wrenlou's right. 'I bet it was.' He poked his brother's shoulder, Wrenlou yelped at the sudden flash of pain.

'What'd you do that for!'

'That's for flying off for five damn weeks. Do you realize you just had a vacation? Do you realize you missed five weeks?'

'Believe me, I know. I wouldn't want it any other way though. I mean, he's... what is it?'

Hiccup had pulled Wrenlou's sleeve, looking up at him with a question in his eyes. He pointed to Starstruck.

'How did it happen?'

'You mean her wing?' When Hiccup nodded, Wrenlou sighed. 'It's a long story. I don't even know the details. You should have to ask Dale, but I'm not sure he'll tell you. He blames himself, that's all I know. That, and it happened in a battle between the riders of Dragoncity and a Titan Wing from Titan Island.' When he saw Hiccup's confused face, he sighed. 'I will explain all that later okay? It's not important at the moment. Just one more thing you'll have to learn.'

Hiccup smiled. He hadn't realized how much he had to learn until they arrived here. And seeing others his age, riding dragons like him, was something he never thought he would see. He looked at Dale and the dragon next to him. There was no doubt about the missing wing, he could see it in the way she held it against her body. Looking back at Toothless' tailfin, a plan had already started to form in his head. What if he could remake the wing like he had Toothless' tail...?

He didn't have the chance to even think about it further, because the moment he stepped into the Hall, his jaw dropped. It was a smaller version of the Hall in Dragoncity, but that wasn't why he stood frozen, staring at the room.

The entire room was decorated. The table was set with all kinds of different foods, candles set around it. He looked around for Wrenlou, but didn't see him anywhere until he felt arms wrap around him from behind.

'This is for you Hiccup.' Wrenlou whispered in his ear, gesturing to the table.

He pulled himself out of Wrenlou's embrace, turning around. 'What do you mean?'

'It's for you. A welcome. A feast in your honour. Come on, sit down.'

Hiccup was to baffled and simply allowed Wrenlou to drag him to one of the benches. He couldn't help but stare around the Hall, the other riders, chatting with each other like it was just any ordinary day. The girl that had jumped Wrenlou on the beach, Leila, sat down next to him, smiling and she started talking to him. He didn't understand a word she was saying and he looked at Wrenlou.

'Leila. Leila... Leila!'

She looked up at Wrenlou, smiling apologetically at his words.

'What did she say?' Hiccup asked. Now he wanted to answer their questions.

'Let's just eat first, okay? After that, we can try to get some questions answered.'

Hiccup nodded and was about to dig in, when he suddenly remembered the oranges that were still on Toothless' saddle.

'Wrenlou? The oranges...'

'I'll go get them. Hang on.'

Wrenlou was back quickly, depositing the bag of oranges on Hiccup's lap. 'You might have to share though.' He said while sitting back down.

Hiccup shrugged. 'That's okay. It's not like I own them, right.'

'Nope!' Wrenlou said cheerfully, snatching the bag from Hiccup's lap again. 'I do!'

Hiccup started laughing. He couldn't help it. Now that he was here, he felt like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. It had nowhere been as bad as he thought it would be. He hadn't realized that the only time they had seen him, was when he was injured, nearly dying. They didn't know the boy Wrenlou refused to leave, but they were eager to find out. A warm feeling spread through his when Wrenlou whispered two words in his ear.

'Welcome home.'


	15. Learners Bay, Part II

_Part 2! I know some of you have been nagging me about this chapter... to you I say, the wait is over! It has arrived..._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Learners Bay, Part II**

'What the hell is he doing?'

'Has he gone mad?'

'He's gonna die, isn't he?'

'Wrenlou, maybe you should go save him again!'

'Oh my gods, what is he thinking?'

Wrenlou could only stare at Hiccup. Today was flying lessons, but Dale had wanted to see what Hiccup already knew before he wanted to include him in the class. Hiccup had done whatever Dale had asked, translated by Wrenlou. He had flown in circles, taking off and landed a dozen times over, made the tightest turns he could muster and Toothless had fired a few plasma blasts.

And now he had just jumped off the dragon.

He had _jumped off_ the dragon!

They were falling next to each other. Hiccup had his arms tucked to his sides, Much in the same fashion Toothless had his wings pulled in. the dragon made no move to catch the boy, simply falling along side him as they plummeted towards the ground.

Wrenlou had his hands clenched so tight he could feel his nails digging into his palms. He was biting his lip, seriously fighting the urge to take Snowflake, pluck Hiccup out of the sky and slap him senseless. He knew Hiccup trusted the dragon to catch him, he knew the dragon trusted Hiccup. After all, Toothless put his life and ability to fly in Hiccup's hand every time they went up, but this was beyond any trust exercise he had ever seen before.

Toothless moved and caught Hiccup just in time. They swooped over the sea, the water splashing up high in their wake and landed on the beach, in front of the baffled teens. Hiccup slid of the dragon, smiling shyly when he saw the look on their faces. Wrenlou was the first to gather his wits and he stepped forward.

'Don't you ever do that again damn it!'

Hiccup looked up at him, their eyes meeting. There was a frown on Wrenlou's face and Hiccup smiled again. Wrenlou shook his head, laughing.

'Man, that was awesome. I think you scared all of us pretty good there.'

'Sorry. But you dared me to show you my most dangerous stunt when we were at the bay, and so I did.'

'Dale would kill me if I tried that.' Wrenlou mumbled. 'And so would Broghan.'

Hiccup chuckled and rubbed Toothless' head. Ever since Wrenlou had dared him to show him his most dangerous stunt, he had been itching to show them this one. He looked at the faces, all staring at him in shock. He had been here only a day, and he had already shown them what he was made of, what he could do.

At long last, Dale cleared his throat. 'Well... I can certainly say you are way ahead of the group.'

Wrenlou sighed before translating Dale's words for Hiccup. The boy smiled and stared at the ground. All the positive attention made him a little nervous. He had just showed something he was good at, flying, but what when it came to showing his skills with a sword? He couldn't do that.

Dale started speaking again, undoubtedly explaining today's lesson, and he pulled Wrenlou's sleeve.

'Shh, hang on. I'll explain when he's done.'

Hiccup nodded and started scratching Toothless' chin. He looked at the other riders. Dale was standing in front of the group, Starstruck was sitting next you him. She had folded her wings so tightly, it wasn't possible to see what part was missing from what wing. His gaze shifted to Leila, her dragon laying on the ground behind her. What had the dragon's name been? Sephina... yes, it was Sephina. He eyed the girl and frowned. Her hair may be brown, but her eyes were just like Astrid's. They had the same colour of blue, the same shine. He quickly looked at the twins.

Both girls had taken the same pose, arms crossed, leaning on their right leg. They were almost identical. Both had short blond hair, darker that Astrid's had been. He sight, rubbing his face. Again with the Astrid reference. He pushed the memory back and looked at the twins again. The way they were standing there, the way they looked at Dale, the way they nodded at the same moment, was almost like staring into a mirror. They were the same in everything. Even their dragons were reflections of each other. Granted, it was very hard to find differences between one black Night Fury and another, but with these to it wasn't just in the colour. It was in the little mannerisms. The way both dragons cocked their heads the same way, the way they curled their tails around their paws, the way they seemed to understand each other just like that was downright astounding.

And then there was Broghan. Even though his hair and eyes were brown, the resemblance between him and Wrenlou was clearly visible. Broghan looked more like his father, he had the same broad built and the same hair, while Wrenlou had his mother's slim frame and hair. And then there was the matter of the eyes. In many cases, the eye colour of the dragon matched the one of their rider. Toothless had green eyes, so did he. Even Wrenlou with his dual colored eyes shared that with his dragon. Leila also shared her eye colour with her dragon, the others did not. When Hiccup looked back at Dale and Starstruck, he found that they too shared their eye colour. He frowned and wondered if there was more to it than just a coincidence.

Dale ended his explanation and pointed at Leila. The girl sighed and poked her dragon. Sephina got to her feet, yawning widely. Leila mounted the dragon and took the blindfold from Dale. Getting a little scared, Hiccup turned to Wrenlou.

'Wren? What are we supposed to do?'

'Here's the idea. You get on the dragon, you get blindfolded, then you have to fly through that.' Wrenlou pointed to a maze of sea stacks. 'We call them the water gates.'

'I have to fly through that while I can't see?'

'It's about trust. Trust the dragon to tell you what to do.'

'But...' Hiccup looked back at Toothless, the dragon nudging Moonchaser's side, trying to get her attention. 'I have to control his tail!'

'Yes, and you do it perfectly. But you also have to be able to do it when you can't see, and he can. If you can do it with your eyes closed, you never have to worry about dark places.'

'I... I guess...'

'And besides, with that stunt you just pulled, this will be easy for you, right?'

Hiccup shrugged. He had flown at night before, but then he had the light of the moon and the starts, or a lantern to guide him. This time, he would be flying blind. He turned around to the sea stack again. They really did look like gates. He squinted a little, looking at the way the rock formations rose above the water, trying to memorize them. Leila came flying towards the beach, her dragon almost crash landing. She yanked the blindfold away from her eyes, panting.

'That was the scariest thing I have ever done!'

Dale nodded slowly. 'You did good. We will discuss it later, when we all went. Wrenlou, you're up next.'

'Great...'

Wrenlou sighed and took the blindfold from Leila. He shot a glance at Hiccup, before he mounted Snowflake. Hiccup smiled at and Wrenlou took a deep breath before he tied the black strip of cloth around his eyes. He gripped the saddle and Snowflake took off, racing towards the water gates.

The white dragon zigzagged through the stone gates, her rider following her movement. It looked incredibly easy, but Hiccup knew that it most likely wasn't. Snowflake landed a little better then Sephina had done and Wrenlou slipped the blindfold from his eyes, smiling widely.

'Good girl.' He whispered, rubbing Snowflake's nose.

Dale nodded at him, then turned to Broghan. 'Your turn.'

Broghan left and Hiccup turned to Wrenlou. 'Have you done this before?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Only once. I have done it only once. I have no idea what I missed out on the past five weeks so they could have done it more. Although, I must say that the first time we did this, Leila nearly crashed because she believed she knew it better than Sephina, even if the dragon was the one that could see.'

Hiccup chuckled when he watched the twins go one by one, but he also felt a little nervous. He was up next. With shaking hands he took the piece of cloth from one of the twins, he didn't know who, and looked over at Wrenlou. He made sure the tailfin was in the right position for taking off, then tied the blindfold around his eyes. Toothless crooned concerned and he placed his hand on the dragon's head.

'We can do this bud. You and me. Together.'

Toothless crooned again and opened his wings. After a nudge from Hiccup, he sprang into the air. He clenched onto the saddle, trying to feel the movement of the dragon's body so he could react with the tailfin. He knew the prosthetic posed a disadvantage for Toothless and him, but he was determined to show he could do this just as well as any other.

The dragon swerved to the left and he reacted immediately, changing the prosthetic to the third position. They avoided the rock easily and Toothless ducked lower. Again, Hiccup felt the dragon move and altered the tailfin to the right position.

They managed to make all the turns, but the last one got a little close. The dragon suddenly jerked back, screeching and Hiccup widened his eyes. Of course, the blindfold kept him from seeing much, so he just slammed the tailfin in the first position, hoping it was the right one. As it turned out, it was. Toothless barrel rolled passed the rock before leveling out and landing shortly after.

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief when he felt Toothless land and pulled the blindfold from his eyes. He was greeted by applause and he bit his lip, turning his eyes to the ground. All the attention made him nervous. He slid of the dragon and Wrenlou came up to him.

'You look like you're quite a capable flyer. The way I see it, you have nothing to worry about.'

'I can fly, yes.' Hiccup mumbled. 'But I can't use a sword.'

'Well, sword fighting is tomorrow, so don't worry about it yet. It will be fine. Right now, we have a race. As in, who is the fastest. Come on Hiccup, this will be great.'

Hiccup smiled. A race. A dragon race. He looked back to Toothless, the dragon cocked his head at him.

'Come on bud. We're going racing.'

The dragon crooned and bounced around in circled before Hiccup had calmed him. He realized that it was new for him, but Toothless hadn't flown with other Night Fury's in a long time. Sure, they had flown with Wrenlou and Snowflake, but not with a whole group. As soon as his rider was on his back, the dragon spread his wings and took off after the others. Dale stayed on the ground and somewhere he realized that this wasn't really a training exercise, just something for fun. The dragons lined up and Hiccup steered Toothless next to Wrenlou.

'Wren? What's the meaning of it all?'

Wrenlou smiled. 'First one to Palm Beach Island. It's not really about anything, just to see who's the fastest.'

'But... what way is Palm Beach Island!'

Wrenlou pointed straight ahead along the coastline. 'About two miles that way. You'll know it when you see it. It's an island in the rough shape of a palm leaf.'

Hiccup nodded and tightened his grip on the saddle. He leaned forward and glanced at the other riders. They were all leaning forward and when Starstruck roared loudly, they took off.

Moonchaser took the lead, Snowflake close behind. Toothless was on Snowflake's tail. Hiccup bit his lip and changed the prosthetic. The new position allowed Toothless to pick up speed and they shot past Wrenlou and Snowflake, following Moonchaser closely. Broghan glanced back, his eyes widening when he saw who was on his tail. He nudged Moonchaser forward, but Toothless accelerated with her, and when the small island came into view, Toothless shot past the dragon and was now first.

Hiccup's eyes widened with this realization and he leaned forward so much that his head was resting on Toothless' skin. The Night Fury tucked his wings to his body and dove down, landing on the island in a spray of sand. The other dragons came in no different, all landing roughly on the soft sand.

Hiccup was practically dancing on the back of the dragon and the others started laughing at his enthusiasm.

'Well, he's fast, that's for sure.'

His smile widened at Wrenlou's words and he hugged Toothless. The dragon crooned and attempted to lick his face. Hiccup pushed him away, laughing. While he looked around the group, the other riders all dismounting and walking to the water, his smile grew wider.

'Wren? Don't we have to go back?'

Wrenlou shook his head. 'Midday we're always off. We always spend it here, but we just started making the trip here a little more fun, you know? Besides, racing is a sort of training. So relax, we have two hours before we're due back in the Bay.'

Before Hiccup could answer, he was almost run over by a Night Fury running past him, followed by another. The first was holding a broken tree in her mouth, the second trying to get it. Soon, al the young dragons had joined in and Toothless crooned questioningly. Hiccup shrugged.

'Go ahead, have some fun.'

Toothless wailed loudly as he joined in the game. Hiccup walked over to the other riders and sat down next to Wrenlou. He took a deep breath and took the orange from him.

He didn't realize he was smiling as he stared out over the ocean, listening to the chatter next to him and the growling, wailing, crooning and cooing of the dragons.

He didn't realize how quickly he had integrated into the little group until Leila sat down on his other side, smiling at him. Even though he didn't understand a word she was saying, it was the gesture that lifted all residual doubt from his shoulders. All his fear that they wouldn't like him proved to be unjust. And judging by the way Toothless was now playing with the other dragons, they had both been accepted.

He rested his head on Wrenlou's shoulder, the older boy absentmindedly petting his hair and smiled. This was going to be better that he had thought.

This was going to be great.
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"Hey Useless!"

He looked up but had no time to respond. Snotlout punched him, the blow sending him to the ground. Before he could get up, his cousin kicked him, the heavy boot colliding with his ribs. With a pained yelp he curled up, his hands around his chest. But even that didn't protect him from Snotlout's kicks.

When he was finally left alone, it seemed like his entire body was hurting. He just lay there for a little while longer, curled up and crying. Then he slowly stood up, using one hand for support while he kept the other around his chest. He winced, biting his lip when the pain shot through his leg when he tried to walk.

With his arms around his chest he limped towards his house, still crying but doing his best to hide the tears. He wiped his face with his sleeve, taking a deep breath, but cringed when it hurt his ribs. He slowly opened the door and peeked inside. His father was sitting near the fire, his head resting on his folded hands as he was staring into the flames.

He slipped inside, as quiet as he could. His father didn't even blink as he closed the door and quickly went up the stairs. As soon as he was in his own room, he allowed the tears to fall as he pulled his tunic over his head. He knew that in the morning, the bruises would be there, visible for weeks. And when they would fade, it would begin again, and Snotlout would once again corner him and beat him up. It would never end, unless he made it end, and he wasn't strong enough for that, nor did he have the courage to try.

O*O*O*O*O

He shot up, nearly crying and breathing heavily as he remembered the beatings. He hadn't thought of those in years. Toothless crooned softly and came up to the bed, nudging his boy gently. Hiccup smiled weakly as he placed a hand on the dragon's nose. He had been in Learners Bay for exactly one week, and he had been plagued by nightmares for five days now, but this was the first time that he dreamt about Snotlout. All his other dreams had been about his father, telling him he was useless, not worthy to be heir of Berk, or his father finding out about Toothless and killing the dragon.

He slipped out of bed quietly, quickly put on his clothes and crept towards the door. When he opened it he saw it was dark outside, and he slipped onto the warm sand of the bay, feeling how it had retained the heat of the sun, almost like tiny lanterns trapping the heat. Slowly, he walked towards the beach, where the sword fighting of that day had to take place. Dale had allowed him to just watch the first few times, to get an idea of what he had to learn, but today he was no longer able to do that. Today he had to join the class and use his sword for the first time. It scared him greatly.

He watched the gentle waves for a while, the azure blue water darkened by the night, but it still possessed the brilliant color it had during the day. He let it wash around his feet and wriggles his toes in the sand. He was still getting used to the constant heat, but it was kinder on him than the cold of Berk had been and he had realized that the constant ache in his lower back, had simply come from the cold. Now the ache in his lower back had been replaced with one higher up, between his shoulder blades, but it was more of a sharp pain that flared up when he strained too much.

He squinted a little, focusing on a small, black dot in the distance, but quickly learned that it was a whale. Another strange animal he had yet to understand. The first time he had seen the whale was three days ago, and he had thought it was a dragon. He remembered he had been utterly surprised when he had found out it wasn't. The sea creature was bigger than some dragons, and Wrenlou had told him that this particular whale liked to hang around the Bay for some reason.

He gestured closer, the dragon's keen eyes picking up the signal, even in the dark, and quickly mounted the pitch black beast. They flew towards the whale calmly, the gentle waves disturbed as Toothless flew so close to the surface, little droplets of water sprayed the dragon and his rider. As soon as they got closer to the majestic sea creature, the whale surfaced and sprayed a fountain of water into the air. Toothless swerved to avoid it and Hiccup saw how the whale's sleek body glided back into the water, the large tail hitting it hard, splashing more water at the dragon and rider. They continued their game for a while, and Hiccup forgot his anxiety, enjoying the salty water that splashed up at his face, refreshing and cool.

When the sun started to rise in the distance, they said goodbye to the whale, knowing that it would be around the Bay anyway, never far away. He landed on the beach just as the first rays peeked over the horizon and slid of the dragon's back. In the distance, in the small village, he could hear the voices of the other riders and his bare feet patted the sand as he ran towards the sounds.

Broghan was practically dragging Wrenlou across the small plaza, having his brother in a strong headlock. Wrenlou was struggling to get free, but Broghan was stronger than him and the younger boy had no chance against his brothers strong grip. One they were inside the Hall, Broghan let Wrenlou go and he moved away from his brother, turning to Hiccup while rubbing his head with a painful grin.

'I hate it when he does that.'

Hiccup just smiled and sat down next to Wrenlou, the tables, as always already set with plates containing the usual meal. Some bread, cod, soup if chosen, and a cup of water. But instead of eating, Hiccup just stared at his plate, poking the fish with his fork. The knot in his stomach had tightened again, his light mood had disappeared.

'So,' Wrenlou started cheerfully, 'are you excited or scared?'

Hiccup looked up, frowning. 'What?'

'You know, because of training?' Wrenlou stared at the fish on his fork before he put it in his mouth and turned to Hiccup, who quickly looked at his plate again.

'Both I guess,' he mumbled, pulling the cod apart, but not eating it.

'Hiccup, I understand that you're nervous, but you have to eat something. You're supposed to gain weight, not lose it.'

He sighed deeply as he poked his fork in the fish again, this time lifting a little clump of the soft meat and he stared at it, unwilling to eat.

'I can't,' he whispered, turning to Wrenlou, their eyes meeting, 'my stomach is all knotted. It's like...'

'Eat something,' Wrenlou urged gently, 'you won't help anyone if you collapse on the battlefield, even if it's just practice.'

Reluctantly, Hiccup took the fish in his mouth. He had to admit that it tasted sweetly and wonderful as always, but he couldn't enjoy it like he always did. Somehow, it left a bitter taste in his mouth, and his stomach protested the little bit of food that he had forced on it. He managed to down a few more bites, eating slowly so that he was sure he wouldn't be able to finish the meal before Dale called them outside.

And indeed, when the dragon rider called his pupils to join him outside, he hadn't eaten more than four bites. He didn't care, he wasn't hungry and he quietly sneaked the rest of the fish to Toothless before he followed Wrenlou outside. He missed the worried glance his friend shot him as he walked behind them, trying to swallow his nervousness, but ultimately failing.

He stood next to Wrenlou, his hand clenched around the handle of his sword as he listened to Dale's explanation, even though he only understood some words. Dale gestured to Broghan and the boy walked towards him, pulling his sword from the scabbard and griping it tightly. Hiccup watched closely as he saw how Broghan placed one foot behind the other and crouched slightly, then he swung the blade towards Dale. The older man blocked the blow, and in one fluent motion Broghan spun around on his heels, striking another blow at Dale, this time low, aiming for his knees. Again Dale blocked and the two stepped away from each other as they both took their stance again.

Hiccup watched, his brows drawn and the know in his stomach growing as he knew, he would have to do that as well. Broghan and Dale repeated the moves, first strike, block, spin around and second strike while the defender blocked again. Dale explained a few things, showing how best to block and how best to hold the sword, and Hiccup listened intently, picking up on words such as sword, or defense. It had only been a week, but he already noticed that he started to understand words. Of course, Wrenlou had been insisting on language lessons after the daily trainings were done, and according to him he was learning quickly. He still relied on Wrenlou to translate the majority of what the man said, so after Dale was done with his demonstration, he gave Wrenlou some time to do just that.

He didn't really listen. He tried to, he really did, but his mind was already on the fact that he would have to use his sword. _His sword, _it didn't really sound right. He never had a sword before. He had handled plenty in his time in the forge, but none to call his own. Somewhere it felt good, but somewhere it felt wrong. Luckily, he didn't have to go first, Leila and Susan, or was it Sharon? took the first round, switching between attacking and defending, so that they practiced both. After they had done it about a dozen times, Dale seemed satisfied enough and allowed them to rest while Broghan and the other twin went up against each other. He took a few deep breaths as he practiced the swings and turns in his mind, watching Broghan's every move he and Leila sparred.

And then it was his and Wrenlou's turned and nervously, he walked out on the sand, griping his sword tighter with every step. He took position facing Wrenlou, but his nervousness was now tensing every muscles in his body.

'Relax,' Wrenlou whispered softly, drawing his sword, 'I'll be careful.'

Hiccup smiled halfheartedly. It wasn't Wrenlou he was concerned about, it were his own skills that he questioned. He knew the basics of sword fighting, he even had some minimal training, but it wasn't much. He glanced at Dale as the man came over to him and helped him to adopt the proper position. He even helped him get the first swing right, but after that he left him to find out on his own.

His first few strikes were tentative, testing the strength of his arm and the range of the weapon, but he quickly got the hang of it, and the moves became easier every time he did them. When it was time to switch and Wrenlou became the attacker, most of his nerves had calmed down. He knew the rest of the day would probably be even more training, but now he knew he would be able to do it.

When he completed the exercise, he was pumped. His nerves had completely disappeared, and the smile would not leave his face. The rest of the exercises gradually got harder, but with Dale's guidance he found he learned them quickly and with every successful strike his enthusiasm grew. Until he got too excited and put too much energy, energy he didn't even knew he had, behind his blow and when Wrenlou tried to block it, their blades slid past each other, the force behind Hiccup's sword forcing Wrenlou's sword down and before he could do anything about it, the tip of his sword had cut Wrenlou's left forearm.

With a yelp Wrenlou stumbled back and Hiccup froze when he saw the red blood drip between Wrenlou's fingers, spotting the white sand. He stumbled back when Wrenlou looked up, his eyes confused. When Dale had pried Wrenlou's hand away from his arm and quickly assessed the wound, he send him to the healers hut with Broghan, then turned to Hiccup. He could swear he saw anger burn in the man's eyes and he didn't wait to find out what he had to say.

He just turned around and ran.

O*O*O*O*O

The next morning when he woke up, he just stared at the ceiling for a while. He didn't really want to leave the warm bed, but he did so anyway. He wasn't sure if Wrenlou was still angry for cutting him, and he was a little nervous, but he reasoned that he had to know it had been an accident. After slipping into his clothes, he poked Toothless and the dragon growled, slowly getting to his feet. Together they walked towards the beach, where the days always started and he saw that everyone had gathered there already. With a weak smile he walked up to them, but it quickly faded when they turned to face them. Their faces were dark, their eyes hateful.

'Are you still here?' Wrenlou asked, his voice cold as ice, 'you should have left.'

Hiccup's eyes widened, not believing what he just heard.

'W... what...? he stammered.

'How can I still trust you!' Wrenlou shouted, 'you nearly cut my arm off! You're a danger to everyone! You should leave before you kill any of us!'

'B... but it was an accident!' Hiccup protested weakly. Surely Wrenlou knew that he hadn't meant to hurt him?

'Your father was right about you.'

His head snapped up and his eyes met Wrenlou's, staring down on him with cold hatred. He stumbled back a few paces, his eyes shooting over the other dragon riders, desperately seeking some support from them, but all he found were cold stares and the anger was clearly visible on their faces. Wrenlou was cradling his injured arm with the other one as he took a step closer.

'You really are useless and a danger to every one around you. You're better off alone. Go away, you don't belong here.'

He couldn't describe the feeling that engulfed his heart as he stared up into Wrenlou's cold, unforgiving eyes. His heart felt like it had been crushed and he stumbled back again, tripping over his own feet and falling into the sand with a soft _thud. _Wrenlou took a step closer again, his eyes flaring his anger.

'Get out of here!' he yelled suddenly and Hiccup flinched, 'and take that stupid dragon with you! We don't want you here!'

For a moment he sat frozen, staring at the boy in front of him, then he scrambled to his feet and started running. He ran blindly, the tears suddenly flowing unstoppable as he ran along the beach, Toothless in close pursuit. He ran until he was exhausted, then he fell on the sand, curling up into a little ball, his body shaking as he sobbed. He felt how Toothless curled around him, folding his wings over him to form a protective barrier between him and the outside world. After a while his sobs faded and he just lay shivering.

Had he really thought he would find a home here? Had he really thought they liked him? That Wrenlou liked him? Of course they didn't. Why would anyone like a hiccup, a screwup. He was a danger to everyone that came close to him, he would never find a home.

As a new wave of grief washed over him and new tears started to fall, he fell asleep on the beach, curled under Toothless wing. They would leave tomorrow. There was nothing else they could do.

O*O*O*O*O

'Hiccup! Hiccup, wake up! We'll be late!'

He shot up, staring into Wrenlou's eyes and he felt tears rise as he remembered the things he had said the day before. How could he pretend everything was fine now? He pulled his legs up, wrapping his arms around them.

'Come on, we have to go!' Wrenlou urged with his hand on the doorknob, but he frowned when he saw that Hiccup had buried his face in the blanket. 'Hiccup? Something wrong?'

He didn't answer, softly sobbing into the blanket. He had shunned him, chased him away, now he was pretending nothing had happened. It crushed his heart all over again. He flinched when he felt a hand on his shoulder and moved away from Wrenlou, swatting at him like he was a fly.

'Hiccup, what's wrong? Please, tell me.'

'Go away,' he mumbled, turning his back on Wrenlou. He was utterly confused right now.'

'Hiccup...'

'Why do you even care! You hate me, right?'

Had he not turned away he would have seen the shock and hurt that quickly took possession of Wrenlou's face.

'W... what...? Why would you... Why would I...' he took a deep breath, carefully reaching out to Hiccup again, 'why would I hate you?'

'Because I nearly cut your arm off,' he muttered, his face in the blanket.

Wrenlou glanced down at the white bandage around his wrist. The wound hurt, but was nowhere deep enough to sever his arm. It had been shallow, and the only reason it was bandaged was to keep dirt away from it and to prevent infections.

'Hiccup, you didn't nearly cut my arm off, you just cut me and it will heal. It happens. Broghan still has a scar from when I accidentally stabbed him. It's a risk we take every day. We might get hurt, it might be serious, but trust me when I say that I'm not mad at you, what makes you think that?'

The boy looked up, finally meeting and holding his gaze. His cheeks were wet and the confusion was clearly visible in his eyes.

'But... you said... you told me to leave... you said I didn't belong here...' but Wrenlou was shaking his head.

'I never said any of those things, nor will I ever say them. You must have had a nightmare.'

Hiccup sniffed, rubbing his eyes with his sleeve. 'You think so?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'Must be. I know I never told you to leave, or that I hated you. Trust me Hiccup, I would never say that.'

Hiccup didn't answer. Could it have been a dream? But it had felt to real...

'This isn't the first time you've been having nightmares, isn't it?' Wrenlou asked, but it sounded more like a statement than a question. 'That's why you have trouble focussing. You don't sleep well.'

Hiccup just nodded. There was no point in denying it now. Wrenlou seemed to see through his mask, he didn't believe his excuses.

'Tell me.'

After taking a deep breath, Hiccup slowly stretched his legs. 'It's usually about Berk. My dad mostly. That he tells me he hates me, or that I'm no viking, stuff like that.'

'Why didn't you just say something?' Wrenlou's voice sounded a little offended, 'Hiccup, you're not the only one having nightmares. When I first started flying, I would dream about falling off every night. All you have to do say something. It usually helps if you just talk about it. There's no shame in having bad dreams.'

'I know that, but I just... I thought...'

'Thought we would think you were weak for having nightmares? No, never. Every one here has had nightmares at one point, it's a part of dragon riding. If you're not scared, you'll never learn your own boundaries. Do you understand that?'

Hiccup nodded, wiping the remaining tears from his face. He was relieved that Wrenlou didn't hate him, but the dream still confused him. It had seemed so real, like it had really happened. He glanced at Wrenlou's wrist, and the boy caught him looking. He rubbed the white fabric and smiled widely.

'I'm impressed really. You just gave me my second dragon training related scar, and the first one I ever got from a sword. Really Hiccup, I'm not mad at you. I never thought you were that strong!'

Hiccup blushed as he slowly slipped out of bed in search of his boots. He sat on the edge and eyes Wrenlou from the corner of his eye.

'Breakfast is over, isn't it?'

Wrenlou nodded. 'But your plate is still there. Get something to eat, get a lot to eat, then come to the beach. I'll explain to Dale, he'll understand.'

He nodded and pulled the second boot on, then he stood and walked over to Toothless. After waking the dragon, he went to the Hall, seeing Wrenlou walk towards the beach, his white dragon in tow.

While he was eating, the nightmare still playing in his head, he couldn't quite shake the heartache from just a few moments ago, the brief moment in which his world had been crushed once again hanging over him like a dark cloud.

He didn't know that that nightmare was just the first of many more to come.
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Hiccup bit his lip as he tried to keep the bow steady. He was reasonably skilled in archery, but he hadn't done it for a long time, and he could feel the effect the lack of practice had. He took a deep breath and let the arrow fly. It hit the target only inches from the center, but closer to it then the other two. Wrenlou chuckled and patted his shoulder.

"See? You're improving already!"

Hiccup smiled weakly while he pulled the last arrow from the ground and readied the bow again. After he notched the arrow he slowly pulled the string back, until his hand touched his cheek. After staring at the target like it would come to life and run away, he let the arrow fly and it hit the black center circle's outer edge.

He smiled widely as he looked up to Wrenlou, the older boy looking back with a grin. Dale had allowed them to go off together, seeking some seclusion as Wrenlou taught Hiccup the finer tricks of archery. At first he had been confused as to why the dragon rider would allow them to go, but then he learned that Wrenlou was by far the best archer in the group and that he took archery very seriously.

But he had turned to be a great teacher and after just a few hours under Wrenlou's watch he had improved a lot. He no longer missed the target, all his shots hit and with every shot he took he got closer to hitting the bullseye. Wrenlou returned with the arrows and planted them in the ground again, giving one to Hiccup.

"Do it again."

Hiccup nodded. Any other saying that to him would have made given him a feeling of being inadequate, but Wrenlou was smiling as he said it so he notched the arrow on the bow again. He pulled the string back, trying to keep it steady but just as he wanted to let it fly, Wrenlou stopped him.

"You're left handed, are you not?"

"Eh... yes..."

"Then why do you use your right hand to draw back?"

Hiccup ducked his head. He didn't think Wrenlou would have noticed. He should have known better.

"I thought... I just..."

"Don't doubt yourself Hiccup. Try again, use your left hand this time, okay?"

He nodded and switched the arrow to the other side of the bow. He pulled back, let the arrow fly and promptly hit the center of the bullseye. Wrenlou started laughing and ruffled his hair.

"Why didn't you start with left?"

"I just thought... it's the wrong hand."

"Wrong hand? What do you mean?" Wrenlou asked as he offered him another arrow.

"Well... it's the hand of a traitor."

Wrenlou frowned and crossed his arms. "I don't understand. It's perfectly normal for some people to be left handed. You're not the only one in Dragoncity who is left handed. Rico is too. Although he lost his right hand and had no choice... but there are a few others. Is it viewed different in viking society?"

Hiccup nodded while he drew the string back and let the arrow fly again. It hit the bullseye right next to the other one, just a little closer to the edge.

"In viking society the left hand is the hand of a traitor, as I said. If you want to kill someone, real sneaky like, you use your left hand because they never suspect that. That may be part why nobody ever liked me I think."

"Well, here there's no difference. Besides, most people here can fight with left just as well as they can with right. You just need practice. Okay, last few arrows, then I say we're done for today. Teaching is fun and all, but it has never been my thing, and you seem to be rather good with a bow."

"I... I had a bow. I... lost it..." Hiccup mumbled, fumbling with the string

"You'll get your own soon enough. I believe Dale had one made, or at least he sent out the order. It should be here soon enough. Now, shoot those arrows and we can be done with it. I'm getting bored."

Hiccup smiled at Wrenlou's words and fired the last few arrows, each one hitting the black inner circle. He knew he had a long way to go before he could fire all of them in a matter of seconds and hit the target dead centre every time, like Wrenlou could. This time he collected the arrows himself, then he offered the bow to Wrenlou.

"Can you show me again?"

Wrenlou chuckled and took the bow from him. Holding the arrows in one hand, not sticking them in the ground like Hiccup would do and walked over to where he had been standing.

"At least challenge me." he said, gesturing to their target before he proceeded to fire all the arrows in the blink of an eye.

Hiccup stared wide eyed at the bundle of arrows packed together in the center of the black circle. "How do you do that!" he gasped, looking up at Wrenlou.

Wrenlou chuckled as he tossed the bow back to Hiccup and walked towards the target to get the arrows out again. "I have been practicing for a very long time. I got my first bow when I was eight. I still have it, it's just a little too small."

"It's awesome! Will I be able to do that?"

"With lots of practice? Sure! Why not? Now come on, I wanna go to the beach!"

"Can you do it with left too?" Hiccup asked and Wrenlou sighed

"Last time," he warned while he readied the bow, taking it in his other hand, "after this, I really wanna go to the beach."

Hiccup nodded and took a step back as Wrenlou shot the arrows, again all hitting the bullseye.

"Awesome," he whispered.

"Come on! Let's go to the beach!"

Hiccup nodded and they quickly gathered the rest of the things and when they had everything, they walked back to the little village to put the weapons away in the armory. There was no sign of the other dragon riders when they walked towards the Hall for a quick bite to eat.

After their short meal consisting of bread and fish Wrenlou leaned back, stretching his arms.

"What to do next..."

Hiccup shrugged. "Can't we explore the Bay some? You know, a proper tour?"

Wrenlou smiled and stood up. "Certainly! Come on! And bring oranges! I know the perfect place to go!"

Hiccup jumped up, eager to go and he quickly collected a few oranges in a bag. He had been careful with them, holding back on his urge to eat them all at once and now they had been in Learners Bay for a week, and he still had plenty left. He ran after Wrenlou, finding him staring at the two dragons.

"Wrenlou? Something wrong?"

"No... just, look at them. They're having fun together, it's cute."

Hiccup smiled widely as he adjust the bag on his shoulder and the dragons came running towards them. Snowflake, being the younger one, was a bit more playful , but Toothless was just as energetic. They mounted the dragons, which was not as easy as it sounds because neither of them wanted to sit still, and their riders hadn't even sat down or they ran off again.

They raced over the beach, wings tucked tightly to their bodies as Snowflake chased Toothless. The water splashed up as the dragons dashed through it, spraying their riders with a fine salty mist. Hiccup shrieked with joy as Toothless suddenly turned and run over the beach, away from the water. Snowflake dashed passed them, wailing happily as she led Toothless and Hiccup through the trees.

Toothless turned sharply, almost spinning around on his hind legs and Hiccup yelped when he had to grab the saddle to not be thrown off.

"Hiccup! What are you doing!?"

"I didn't... AAHHH Toothless!"

But the black dragon was now running at full speed, chasing something he couldn't see. He clenched his hands around the saddle so tightly that his knuckles were turning wide, getting tossed from side to side as the dragon swerved through the trees. He heard Wrenlou call out behind him, but his voice grew weaker until it vanished. Snowflake was a strong dragon, but she was still young and she did not yet possess the strength that Toothless had and she was not as fast as the older dragon.

Toothless jumped left, then right then suddenly to the left again and that was where Hiccup lost his grip and he was flung from the dragon's back. He didn't even realize what was happening until he was smacked against the smooth stem of one of the palm trees and the moment he hit a tree, his shoulder cracked and a flashing pain shot through it.

He screamed when his vision washed white as he felt how the impact dislocated his shoulder and he started crying while he crumbled to the warm sand, grabbing his shoulder. Toothless wailed loudly and came closer, tentatively reaching out to his boy. Hiccup lay curled up on the sand, crying as his shoulder hurt with every movement. Toothless gently nudged him and he whimpered. The dragon backed up, crooning softly, obviously feeling both worried and guilty.

"Hiccup! Hiccup, are you okay? Hiccup..."

He felt how Wrenlou knelt down next to him, placing a hand on his shoulder and he whimpered when the pain flashed through it again.

"Hiccup... come on, sit up."

He allowed Wrenlou to pull him into a sitting position, but he kept his hand on his shoulder. Wrenlou eyed him worriedly.

"Are you okay? What happened?"

"I don't know," Hiccup whispered, "he just ran off..."

"Chasing the butterflies I think, they do that sometimes. But what happened? Did you fall?"

Hiccup nodded. "I was thrown off. That has to make me the most pathetic dragon rider ever right? What rider gets thrown off their dragon..."

Wrenlou chuckled. "When Night Furies go after the butterflies, it's very hard to stay on their back. Come on, let's go."

"But... my shoulder..." Hiccup muttered.

"What's wrong with it?" Wrenlou asked, the worried tone seeping into his voice.

"I think it's dislocated..." Hiccup mumbled, grabbing his shoulder and Wrenlou turned to him.

"Are you sure?" he asked, kneeling in front of him again and when Hiccup nodded, he sighed, "alright. Stand up."

He scrambled back to his feet, careful not to move his arm but the pain in his shoulder had almost subsided already. He bit his lip when Wrenlou pressed down on it and the pain flared up again, but he managed to stifle the cry.

"It is dislocated. I think I can put it back..."

"No!" Hiccup shrieked and Wrenlou sighed.

"Hiccup, it can't stay like that. It has to get back in. and the sooner we do it, the easier it will be. The longer you wait the more it will hurt."

"But it hurts already!" Hiccup cried while the tears started to fall.

Wrenlou sighed and wrapped his arms around him. "I know. But if you leave it, it will hurt much more. According to Broghan that is, I have no experience with it."

Hiccup wiped his sleeve over his face. "But... can you put it back in?"

"Well," Wrenlou said slowly, "I have never done it before, but I was there when the healer put Broghan's shoulder back and I read some books about it. Do you trust me enough?"

Hiccup nodded wordlessly, but he was crying as Wrenlou took his wrist.

"Relax, okay? It will be fine, this really isn't that hard. Just relax your arm, it will make it easier. Trust me, it will be fine."

Hiccup nodded and he winced when Wrenlou bend his elbow into a 90 degrees angle. Slowly he moved his arm to the side, then up and Hiccup screamed when he suddenly felt pain flare through his shoulder as he felt how the joint slid back into place. Crying, he collapsed and Wrenlou guided him to the ground.

"It's okay now... see? That wasn't too bad, was it?"

"That's easy for you to say," Hiccup sobbed, but he had to admit that the pain was gone. His shoulder felt strained, as if he had been carrying large quantities of heavy metal, but the pain was gone. He sat on the ground for a while, his arm pressed against his chest, then he let Wrenlou pull him up. By then his tears had dried, and his shoulder was feeling almost normal again. He looked at Wrenlou.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled.

"Don't be, it wasn't your fault. You just had a bad fall. I do think you have to rest your arm now, but I have the perfect place to do that. Come on, we'll walk."

Hiccup nodded and picked the bag from the ground. Toothless slinked closer, sniffing his arm.

"No more chasing butterflies!" Hiccup said in a firm voice, the best he could muster and Toothless crooned softly. He gave the boy an apologetic lick across his face, then stayed at his side dutifully, making sure he never tripped or fell.

"It's okay bud, I'm not mad at you." Toothless crooned in response, giving him another lick over his face. "Toothless! That's disgusting!" but he was laughing as he pushed the dragon away and Toothless crooned again.

They followed Wrenlou through the forest of waving palm trees. It looked completely different from the forests he was used to, it was nowhere neat as dense or dark as the pine forests on Berk, and the sand was warm between his toes. Wrenlou led them to a small, secluded beach where the sand was perfectly white and the water so clear and still that it was like it was not even there.

Hiccup's jaw dropped, the incident for earlier forgotten as he stared at the serene little beach. Wrenlou smiled when he turned around.

"Welcome to my sanctuary," he said softly, and Snowflake dashed past him, straight into the ocean.

"Sanctuary?" Hiccup asked surprised, "what do you mean?"

"This is where I go when I need some alone time. I don't think the others know of it. I'm here almost every day, after training. Broghan always thinks I run off to some random place, but I seldom do, I usually come here."

"It's... it's beautiful. It's so peaceful."

"Just sit down somewhere and rest your arm. Eat some oranges. Enjoy the peace."

"Wait," Hiccup frowned, "you're not staying?"

"Of course I am!" Wrenlou laughed, "what makes you think I would leave?"

Hiccup shrugged, unsure of where the assumption had come from. Wrenlou sat down next to him, his feet in the crystal clear water and peeled an orange.

"Wren? What will tomorrow's training be about?"

"Tomorrow is history," Wrenlou said, "the history of Dragoncity and our way of life. There's a thousand years worth of books in the library in Dragoncity, we only learn the most important parts."

"Can you tell me some now?"

"Sure," Wrenlou said, setting his hands on the sand behind him and leaning back, "what do you want to know?"
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**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Learners Bay, Part V**

"Land!" the boy yelled, clambering down the rigging of the large three master, "land! Straight ahead! Land!"

The other sailors on the ship mumbled and started gathering at the bow. They had been at sea for months now, sailing aimlessly without seeing land, could it really be that they had finally found land?

"Land!" the boy panted as he finally reached the deck. He was shaking on his feet while he staggered to a man who smiled widely as he picked up the boy, "father, land!"

The man laughed loudly as he joined the other men at the bow of the ship, setting the boy on his shoulders. The island that was coming into view looked peaceful, with white beaches stretching as far as they could see, waving palm trees where ever they looked and soon the little rowboat was slowly dancing towards the island, the small boat rocked by the gentle waves.

As the man stepped onto the shores, they cautiously looked around, weapons ready while they slowly made their way towards the tree line, looking for any kind of danger. The young boy walked a little less cautious, breaking away from the group until his father called out to him and he quickly hurried back to the men.

"Well lads," a man with a large beard said as he stepped forward, "it seems that we have found our new home at last, thanks to young Aaron Dreycon here! You have one heck of a son Thomas!"

0-0-0-0-0-0

"Wait..." Hiccup said, "I thought that Night Fury Island was discovered a thousand years ago. How can your father be there?"

Wrenlou started laughing while he shook his head. "Not my father. My great great great great... you get the point, my grand father at least. There have been many Aarons in the Dreycon family line, I believe my father is the.. twelfth...? not sure though. But the first Dreycons to set foot on the island were Thomas Dreycon and his son Aaron. I'm a direct descendant of them."

"So your ancestors were among the people that discovered the island? That is so awesome!"

Wrenlou chuckled. "Among many others. The ship they sailed on was called the Green Sea Dragon, I believe there is a replica in Light City. It was a large three master and when it discovered the island, there were about 350 people on board. More people have come since the discovery and the founding of the city, but the original settlers came on the Green Sea Dragon."

"What happened next?" Hiccup asked, intrigued.

"I'm not sure, the books are a little vague, but I believe that they left the main island and left to the one Lightcity is built on after their settlement had been destroyed by the Night Furies twice. You have to understand, Dragoncity has existed since the beginning, since they first sailed here, but our way of life, as it is now, has only been established a few hundred years ago."

"Weren't there dragon riders before that?" Hiccup asked.

"There were, but back then any body who wanted a dragon just marched to Crystal Cove and took an egg. Over time this threatened the Night Fury population severely, so they came up with a different idea."

"But you said that their settlement was destroyed. How did they discover dragon riding then?"

"Well, for the first fifty years you could say they were at war, but it was more of a cold war. As long as they left the nest alone, the dragons left them alone. It wasn't until Aaron's son, Tyler, and his friends found a few abandoned eggs that they believed peace was possible."

"So your ancestor was among the first dragon riders?" Hiccup asked gaping.

Wrenlou nodded. "The first and the last of the Dreycon family, until me and Broghan."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"Ty! Wait up man, where are you going!"

The boy stopped on top a large hill, laughing as he pushed his black ponytail back. He was about seventeen years old, wearing only a light tunic and short pants. He was quickly joined by two others, a girl and a boy, both with flaming red hair that danced around their heads.

"What's the matter Kathy, can't keep up?" Tyler laughed.

The girl shook her head, not answering his question as she gathered her long red curls and tied them back with a leather band. She was wearing a dress that reached her knees, barefoot just like the others. She looked at her brother and the boy laughed as he pushed his red curls away from his face. He was wearing clothes very similar to Tyler's, and smiled as he looked at his twin sister. The only thing they had in common was their hair colour, and people found it hard to believe that they were twins, not just brother and sister. A second girl jogged up the hill, her blue dress dancing around her body and Tyler smiled. The girl smiled back as she straightened her long auburn braid.

"Well," she said, "what are you planning this time? Should we be worried about getting in trouble?"

"Come on Linds," Tyler pouted, "when have I ever gotten us in trouble? Wait... don't answer that."

Lindsey laughed warmly and placed a quick kiss on his cheek. They looked up when another boy came up the hill, panting as he leaned over with his hands on his knees.

"Nice of you to finally joins us Mark," Tyler said, but his voice was kind and he walked over to the boy to help him the last bit of the way up.

"Very funny Ty," Mark mumbled brushing his black hair from his face, "you know I have asthma."

"Just take a moment okay?" Tyler said and he walked back to Lindsey.

"Just where are we?" the red haired boy spoke up for the first time, "aren't we a little close to Crystal Cove?"

"Wayne, relax. Crystal Cove is miles that way." Tyler made a vague gesture to the east, "as long as we stay away from it, we'll be fine."

"But why are we here?" Katherine asked, crossing her arms, "we're not even supposed to be ON Night Fury Island. And the old settlement is way back there."

"I just want to do a little exploring!" Tyler said, "that's not a crime, is it?"

"No," Mark said, "but stealing a boat to get here is."

"Mark, relax. We'll be back before they even know we're gone! Now come on, let's do some exploring!"

The five teenagers walked calmly this time, zigzagging between trees while their feet dug into the warm sand. They took breaks at regular intervals, to give Mark the time he needed to catch his breath again. This time of year his asthma was worse than the rest of the year. No one really knew why. They had walked for a few miles, walking between the waving palm trees, when Mark suddenly stopped and the rest turned to him, worried for their friend.

"Mark? Something wrong?" Tyler asked worriedly, "do we need to go back?"

Mark just shook his head as he pointed to something laying behind a tree, half buried with sand and leaves.

"Those are dragon eggs."

The others came closer, carefully and they all gasped when they saw the smooth black eggs. Mark took a tentative step closer, but Wayne yanked him back.

"Are you insane? The mother could be close! You don't want to lose an arm, do you?"

But Tyler looked around and shook his head. "I don't think the mother is here. She would have attacked us by now if she was. It looks like the nest was abandoned."

"Poor little guys..." Katherine whispered softly as she dug one of the eggs from the nest.

"Guys..." Tyler said slowly, "do you know what this could mean? We could raise these dragons! We could raise them to like humans! We could end the war for good!"

"That's insane," Wayne said, "these are dragons Ty, Night Furies. Dragons kill people."

"Yeah, but what if we hatch these eggs and teach them to like us? To work with us? Don't you think that it's possible? If we raise them, they won't attack humans!"

"It's a little far fetched, don't you think?" Mark crossed his arms, "us, raising dragons? How did you think to accomplish that? We can't exactly take these eggs home you know. And after they hatch? What then? Do you even know what dragons eat?"

"Fish," Tyler said with confidence, "dragons eat fish. My dad told me that."

"But even then," Lindsey said, "we can't possible take that many fish. People would notice. And dragons eggs need dragon fire to hatch. For all you know, these eggs are dead."

"But we could try," Tyler persisted, "we could bring these eggs to Crystal Cove and get one of the mothers there to light a fire."

"Go to the cove!?" Mark shouted, "that's it! You are crazy! We'll get eaten! No way I'm going to go anywhere near..." his sentence cut off as he started coughing, out of breath and Wayne patted his back.

"Take it easy Mark, just take it easy. Look, Ty, he's got a point. If we go to the Cove, we'll most likely be killed before we have a chance to speak."

"I still say we try," Tyler said, "think about it. We could be dragon riders! Heroes!"

"Or we could be killed or outcasted," Lindsey pointed out, "regardless, I am willing to give it a try."

"You go along with anything Ty says," Katherine said, but she was still holding the egg and she ran a finger along the smooth shell, "but I also think it's worth a shot."

Wayne took a deep breath before he stepped towards his sister. "In that case, I'm in. Mark?"

"Very well," Mark sighed, coughing once, "but the Cove is miles away. It will take hours to get there."

"Don't worry," Tyler said, "we'll help you. Now, there are five eggs, one for each of us."

The teens knelt down, quickly digging up the rest of the eggs and they were surprised to find that they were still warm, as if the young life within had been able to sustain itself even without a dragon flame to keep them warm. They could also feel something vibrating within the eggs, very faint and they carefully wrapped the eggs in their clothes, the boys using their tunics, the girls the skirts of their dresses.

"Right," Tyler stretched his back, "let's go to the Cove. But be very careful. Stay away from the nests and leave the dragons alone. That way the chance that they will attack is a lot smaller."

The others nodded and slowly, knowing they would never reach the Cove for night fall, mainly because Mark needed rest regularly, they began to walk east. Very careful to not trip and fall, which could possible break the eggs, they made their way over to the Cove.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"So they found abandoned eggs?" Hiccup said, "but why would a mother Night Fury abandon her eggs?"

"She wouldn't," Wrenlou said standing up and stretching, "not willingly. She either died naturally or was killed. Want to know something cool?"

"Sure!" Hiccup nodded enthusiastically.

"Tyler Dreycon had heterochromia too."

"Really!?" Hiccup nearly shouted and he stared at Wrenlou, who nodded.

"His wasn't complete, as mine is, but his left eye was partially brown, while his right was all green. In fact, there have been more people with heterochromia in my family, seven so far I believe. My grand mother had it too. She's the only other human I have ever seen with the condition, and she died when I was very young."

"That is so cool..." Hiccup whispered, "did his dragon have it too?"

"I honestly wouldn't know, there's nothing about that in the books. What I do know is that Katherine's dragon had purple eyes. The only purple eyes Night Fury we know about. But then again, there are hundreds out there, there could be more we just don't know about."

"Purple eyes? That is so awesome! What happened next?"

"Well, they made it to the Cove and weren't killed, obviously. They met the Night Fury queen and she made a nest for their eggs, provided that they would raise the baby dragons themselves. Once the eggs hatched, they did. Because the dragons were raised by humans, but among other dragons, they still learned how to hunt for themselves."

"Night Fury queen? There's a Night Fury queen?" Hiccup asked as he peeled another orange. He had been sucked into Wrenlou's story and he didn't even notice how fast he had been eating the fruit.

Wrenlou nodded. "I'll tell you more about her later okay?" Hiccup nodded. "Alright. After about three years the dragons were fully grown and they had already started flying with them. All this time they had managed to keep them a secret, don't ask me how, I would never manage that."

"But... they had to be discovered somehow, right? Because if they hadn't been discovered, Dragoncity wouldn't be filled with dragon riders right now."

"They weren't discovered, they outed themselves. You see, Lightcity was attacked by pirates and they came to the rescue, riding their dragons."

"What were they called? Their dragons?"

"Well, not Toothless," Wrenlou chuckled and Hiccup gave a half hearted smile. "Sorry. Ehm... Tyler's dragon was a female called Maura, Lindsey's dragon was also a female she called Crystal. Wayne had named his dragon Diamond, also a female, Katherine named her dragon Sugarplump and Mark got the only male dragon from the nest, which he named Dezkyra."

"Sugarplump? Really?" Hiccup chuckled.

"There have been many strange dragon names during the time of dragon riders. Toothless actually makes sense."

Hiccup smiled as he looked back at his dragon, the black creature playing with Snowflake, chasing her through the waves. "What happened after they were discovered?"

"Well, Dragoncity was restored and they made it a place where riders could live with their dragons, and over the next 600 years the dragon rider population outgrew the population in Lightcity. But as I said before, the way the riders acquired the eggs, well, the way most of them did, posed a serious threat to the Night Furies, because they simply walked into Crystal Cove and took the eggs, or young baby dragons, by force. It was a dragon rider named Shirlena who changed that."

"Shirlena?" Hiccup asked and Wrenlou nodded.

"By that time the Council had been established, and she was a Council member. She was the first to realize that something had to change, or the dragons would die out."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"We can't continue like this!" the woman called out, standing at the round table where twenty three other people were seated, looking at her, "the dragon population is threatened by people coming in and destroying their nests, something has to change!"

"Shirlena, what do you suggest we do. We need the dragon riders for protection."

The woman nodded. "Yes, that may be true, but if we continue like this, there won't be any dragons left. The Night Furies have been on this island long before we arrived, they should still be here long after we have left! We have no right to drive them to extinction! What would Tyler Dreycon say of this?"

"There hasn't been a Dreycon dragon rider since Tyler." one of the man remarked and the woman turned to him.

"And you know why? Because the Dreycons are one of the very few families who still respect the old rules, rules made by Tyler Dreycon! They respect his wishes to keep the dragons in their value, to see them as sentient beings and not cattle. And we know they are sentient, we know they have feelings. We know the mothers feel grief when their eggs are stolen from them, and for what? Just so that a few selfish humans can become dragon riders?"

"You are a dragon rider," another women spoke, "aren't you being a bit hypocritical?"

Shirlena crossed her arms. "My dragon was gifted to me, I never stole her. Just like all the riders here. It's the new generation that is currently stealing eggs, and destroying nests as they do so. We have a duty to these dragons, we are responsible for them. Not just the ones living with riders, but every wild dragon as well. We bound our species to theirs the moment Tyler Dreycon convinced his friends to raise the dragons, we cannot allow them to go extinct. They are a part of this world, just as much as we are. But they are most vulnerable when they are young and we have to protect them. Night Furies only lay eggs once every five years, and with the current raids their numbers are dwindling."

"Then what do you propose we do?"

"Allow me to talk to the Queen. We know that Night Furies are highly intelligent, their Queen has to be equally intelligent, if not more. I am confident I can work something out with her. Night Fury eggs hatch every five years, maybe she can decide which eggs we get so that she once again controls the Night Fury population."

"And how then would you distribute these eggs among the people?"

"I am still working on that, but I am sure we can work something out. I just need time to talk to the Queen."

"Then we will give you that time. In the meantime, it will be forbidden for any non-dragon rider to go to Night Fury Island. Every one who gets caught will face serious punishment. We will communicate that to the people."

"Thank you," Shirlena said with a short bow, "I will go at once."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"So," Hiccup said, "this Shirlena came up with the choosing?"

"No, after she went to talk to the Queen it was another fifty years before a solution was found and our society was created as it is today. But Shirlena was certainly the one that started it all. She and her dragon Night Stalker made some ground breaking changes. Where Tyler Dreycon was the first dragon rider, it was really Shirlena who created our way of life."

"Wrenlou.. what does the Night Fury Queen look like? Has anyone ever seen her?"

"No. The only ones to have seen her are Tyler and his friends and Shirlena. Even with the Choosing, which takes place in Crystal Cove itself, she never shows herself. Shirlena did describe her though, as did Tyler."

"So what does she look like?" Hiccup asked again, eager to know.

"They described her as being bigger than the average Night Fury, a lot bigger. She has blue spots running all along her spine, as well as on her wings. The tips of her wings and tailfins look like they have been painted, or dipped in paint. Did you know that Night Furies can glow? They can light a blue glow all along their spine. With the Queen, the blue parts of her body also glow."

"They glow?" Hiccup asked dumbstruck, "really? They can do that? And Snowflake? Does she glow?"

Wrenlou nodded. "You'll see that at the next Choosing. Every dragon, wild or with a rider, will light the glow and illuminate the Cove. It's quite something. And Snowflake glows golden, like her plasma blasts."

"I never knew they could glow!" Hiccup said excited, "you never told me that, did you bud."

Toothless crooned and wailed loudly before he pounced on something in the water, sending a splash over the two boys. He resurfaced with a wriggling fish between his teeth, and he trotted off to Snowflake.

"Do you know why it's called Crystal Cove?" Wrenlou suddenly asked. Hiccup shook his head. "Because it's covered in crystals. Blue crystals. We call them Dragon Crystals, because they give the Night Furies their power. That's also why the wild Night Furies are a lot stronger and bigger than the ones living with riders in Dragoncity."

"I want to see the Cove..." Hiccup mumbled and he looked up when Wrenlou put a hand on his shoulder. "I mean, it sounds wonderful, like it's a how other world or something."

"Well, you're going to have to wait a few years. We're not allowed to go there other than with the Choosing, not even the Council members are allowed. Wild Night Furies can be extremely dangerous and there have been incidents in the past. Rico went there, he lost his right hand."

"And I would love to see the Queen."

"Don't get your hopes up, you'll probably never see her. As I said, there have only been two times that humans saw her."

"Tyler and Shirlena, you told me." Hiccup sighed. "I can't believe that this place accepted dragons. I mean, Berk is still at war after 300 years!"

"The dragons never raided us. They destroyed the settlement twice, but they left the settlers alone after they went to another island. And when dragon riding began, they accepted the riders in Dragoncity, as long as they keep away from their nests. They have become a little cautious for the reasons I just told you."

"Because people stole their eggs." Hiccup said and Wrenlou nodded.

"Come on, let's go back to the Bay. I can show you some books. I could show you pictures of Tyler and his friends if you want."

"Yes!" Hiccup shouted, jumping up, "are there pictures of the Queen?"

"A few," Wrenlou nodded, "come on then. I could really use a drink..."
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**Crystal Light, Part I**

"We will be in so much trouble if Dale ever finds out about this," Wrenlou muttered as he stared at the cave opening.

"I know," Hiccup said, "so I really don't want to get caught."

Wrenlou nodded and took a deep breath as he stared at the entrance to Crystal Cove. They had snuck away after training, because Hiccup had practically begged him to take him to the Cove. Now they were standing at the entrance, staring into the dark.

"Alright," Wrenlou said, turning in the saddle, "stay away from the nests, stay away from the wild dragons, make no sudden moves or sounds and don't touch anything, okay?"

Hiccup nodded, his heart beating in his throat. He felt a knot in his stomach that couldn't be described as a nervous one, not the way he had felt before the first sword training anyway. Very carefully, they nudged the dragons forward and soon, they were surrounded by darkness. The dragons lit their glow, startling Hiccup at first when the blue glow stretched along Toothless spine. When he glanced at Snowflake he saw her soft golden glow lit Wrenlou's face with a warm light.

In the gentle light Hiccup could vaguely see the rough walls of the rounded tunnel which the Night Furies fit in with ease. He saw side tunnels, stretching away from them into a deep darkness he could not see in, but they followed the main tunnel, winding deeper and deeper down, to the very heart of the Night Fury community.

At one point, the tunnel got smaller and they could no longer walk side by side. Wrenlou went ahead, leading Toothless ever down. More and more tunnels sprouted from the sides like leaves on a plant, each one spiraling away into the darkness. Hiccup squinted, trying to see something in the darkness, any hint of a dragon, but he saw nothing.

Suddenly, the tunnel widened again, the walls seemingly falling away and now a light could be seen in the distance. Hiccup held his breath as they came closer and the light became clearer, brighter, shining bright blue, casting shadows on the walls that made it seem like they were underwater.

They came out on a ledge, overlooking the biggest cave Hiccup had ever seen. As far as they could see there was an enormous underground space, stretching wide in every direction, the high ceiling that rose up for miles above them the only indication how far underground they were. The cave was so big and so spacious, he didn't doubt that the entirety of Dragoncity would fit into it easily and with plenty of room to spare.

The luminous blue light that they had seen and that lit up the wide space came from large blue crystals that jutted up from the ground and covered the walls. Hiccup's jaw dropped when he looked around. Some of the crystals were small and could fit into the palm of his hand, while others were so large that they even brought the highest tower of Lightcity to shame. He reached out to the crystal nearest to him, completely forgetting Wrenlou's warning, and ran his hand over the smooth surface. The moment he touched the crystal, he found it was warm, like a living being and he could feel a buzzing, as if it was alive. The smooth, blue stone hummed with what seemed its own heartbeat and Hiccup marveled at the way the stone felt, amazed by the fact that it seemed to be much more than just a rock.

He was so intrigued by the stone that he didn't see the two Night Furies that had crept closer, curious to meet these intruders. He only noticed the dragons, a large adult and a small baby from no more then a few months old, when the young dragon shrieked excitedly and ran all around the two strange dragons and the boys on their back.

Smiling widely, he withdrew his hand from the stone and reached out to the dragons instead. The small baby cocked its head, inching closer to the strange thing it had never seen before. The adult uttered a low growl, but his attention was quickly drawn away by Snowflake, who crooned softly and assuringly. Looking back and forth between Hiccup and the adult dragon, the baby's curiosity won from his fear and he crept closer again.

Sniffing Hiccup's hand carefully, he didn't press his nose into the palm as Toothless had done. Instead, it opened a tiny mouth and closed its gums around Hiccup's fingers. The baby was really toothless, and the bite didn't hurt at all. Hiccup giggled when the baby dragon started sucking on his fingers, coating them with sticky saliva. He shot a quick glance at Wrenlou, and saw the adult Night Fury circling him, all the while keeping an eye on its baby.

The little dragon had decided it didn't like the taste of Hiccup's fingers, and had let go of his hand, now pulling on his boot. Since it had no teeth, the little dragon couldn't get a grip on the leather and he kept tumbling backwards, only to jump up with a growl and charge the boot again. It quickly lost interest when the boot didn't budge and turned to Snowflake, carefully creeping closer to the strange, white dragon.

When she saw the baby coming, she lowered herself onto the ground, laying her head on her paws and tucking her wings in tighter, to make herself appear smaller and less threatening. The young dragon sniffed her, then Wrenlou's fingers, then it shrieked again and jumped into the air with all four legs. It ran around the White Fury, chasing her tail when she swished it through the air and Hiccup could not contain a laugh. The moment the sound broke the air, the baby froze for a moment, before rushing towards the adult and crawling onto its back. The adult dragon wailed long and hard, then spread its wings and flew away. They watched it go, disappearing into one of the side tunnels, then Hiccup took a deep breath.

"That was awesome!" he stated, "I've never seen baby Night Furies before!"

"Not many people see them, besides at the Choosing, and the ones that really see them are the new riders. I guess that's something you missed out on since you befriended Toothless as an adult."

"Wow..." Hiccup whispered amazed as Toothless took a few more steps forward, towards the edge of the ledge.

The ledge they were standing on was wide, and now that they were at the very edge of it, they could really see how far down the floor was, and how high up the ceiling. The largest crystals were spotted with black as the dragons that inhabited this cave slept on them, reveling in their warmth. And there were so many dragons. They were everywhere he looked. It was like there were no dragon-free spots along the cavern anywhere, not even on the walls.

"Come on, let's go down. But remember, be careful."

Hiccup nodded and clenched his hands around the saddle as Toothless spread his wings and followed Snowflake down. The moment they landed, the Night Furies turned their heads towards the strange intruders and Hiccup found himself surrounded by black dragons. The blue light from the crystals reflected off their scales, creating sparks of light as they moved. It also shone in their eyes, eyes in many colours that stared back at him curiously. Looking around, he saw green eyes, but also blue, golden, even crystal white, red and orange eyes. There were even a few dragons with brown or black eyes, creating the illusion of them not having any eyes at all. Now he realized that although the dragons may looked the same, all black, all the same shape, their eyes were very different and reflected the many different characters they had.

Snowflake stood out like a sore thumb, her white skin a stark contrast against the black scales of the dragons, even if the soft light gave her a blue coat that sparkled like tiny crystals when she moved. Wrenlou slid off her back, keeping his hand on her neck as he looked around to the ever growing circle of Night Furies that surrounded them. Slowly, Hiccup slid to the ground as well, staying close to Toothless, almost pressed into his side. The black dragon crooned, his eyes as wide as they possibly could be as he saw how many Night Furies there still were in existence.

The baby dragons were the least apprehensive and were the first to bounce over to the strange people and soon they were being swarmed by little dragons, the creatures crawling all over them, the sharp claws digging into their bare arms. Hiccup giggled when Toothless was also swarmed by the dragonets, crawling all over his back and chewing on his tail.

The adult dragons quickly ended their shenanigans with a mighty roar and the little ones flew off in every direction. The adults dispersed after sniffing the riders and probably deeming them non-threatening, leaving them alone on the middle of the gigantic cave.

Hiccup spun around on his heels, turning circles in the cave, just to see it all. When he looked up, he felt incredibly small, seeing how far and unreachable the ceiling was above them. He stretched his arms upward, trying to reach for the sky which he knew he would never touch from the ground. Toothless crooned and he turned to the dragon.

"Isn't it amazing bud? So many Night Furies! Maybe your mom and dad are here..."

"You know," Wrenlou said from behind them, "that is entirely possible. We don't know much about Night Furies, but we do know that they can get pretty old, and that couples stay together their whole live. If his parents weren't too old when he hatched, it's perfectly possible for them to still be here."

"What about Snowflake's parents? I mean, how are the eggs for the Choosing selected?"

Wrenlou shrugged. "Only the Queen knows that. I have no idea. We do know that they are given up willingly, because the dragons also see the benefit from a relationship with humans."

"Would they still recognize him?" Hiccup asked pondering.

"Who knows," Wrenlou shrugged, "they might. A Night Fury mother can find her eggs between thousands of others. How does she do that? No idea. But since he was most likely raised by her when he hatched, she'll most likely remember him. If she's still alive. Care to find out? If we can?"

"Eh..." Hiccup looked around the cave, gazing up at the ceiling, and he shook his head, "that would take days, right?"

"Months even," Wrenlou said, "this is just the main cave. There are hundreds more, including miles and miles of tunnels."

"Maybe some other time," Hiccup said, scratching Toothless' chin, "or do you want to find them now bud?"

Toothless cocked his head while he looked at Hiccup, his pupils fully dilated, then he huffed and shook his head. He pressed his nose against Hiccup's chest, humming softly. Hiccup smiled while he hugged the dragon.

"I love you too bud."

"What's thi... oh..."

Hiccup turned to Wrenlou, to see that he was holding a bone. There was a baby dragon before him, looking up with big blue eyes, wagging its tail like it was a dog. Wrenlou waved the bone in front of the dragon, and the baby chirped happily, jumping up and down. Wrenlou smirked, then he threw the bone. With a shriek the baby dragon scrambled after it, clambering over the rocks while violently flapping its little wings. Only a few moments later, it returned, dragging the bone along with it, the thing almost as big as the dragon itself. It dropped the bone in front of Wrenlou and nudged it closer, then it looked up with a questioning croon.

"Dragons play fetch? I had no idea that they play fetch!" Hiccup exclaimed as Wrenlou threw the bone again.

"It's actually how they learn to hunt," Wrenlou answered, "we played fetch with our dragons too, didn't we girl."

Snowflake opened an eye and huffed. She had curled up on one of the smaller crystals, soaking in the warmth that vibrated from the smooth stone. The luminous blue light gave the thin membrane of her wings and tailfins a blue hue and they looked like they were translucent.

The baby dragon came back, and this time he had brought a friend. A slightly larger dragon was biting down on the other end of the bone, and together they carried it towards Wrenlou. He smiled and took the bone, but the larger dragon growled and hung on, shaking his head to get the bone out of Wrenlou's hands. Wrenlou, in turn, pulled harder and it turned into a tug-o-war, and eventually the baby dragon let go, plopping on the ground. He sat for a moment, then he jumped up and shook his wings. Wrenlou made a throwing motion and the dragons took off, but Wrenlou doubled over, laughing. He was still holding the bone and when the dragons found out, they came back scowling, and chewed on his boot as punishment.

He just laughed it off and threw the bone again. It was the larger one that carried it back, the smaller one carrying the older dragons tail as a substitute for the bone. Before he could throw again, three more dragons came running. They picked up on the game and wanted a part in it.

"Do you want to throw it?" Wrenlou offered Hiccup the bone.

"I can't really throw that hard..." Hiccup hesitated.

"That doesn't matter to them," Wrenlou said with a gesture to the baby dragons dancing around his feet, "they just want to play."

"Alright." Hiccup took the bone from Wrenlou and immediately the dragons swarmed around his feet, jumping up and down, shrieking in excitement. He smiled widely and threw the bone as hard as he could. It sailed through the air, clattering on the ground and bouncing over some crystals until it disappeared from sight. The black wave of baby dragons dove after it, shrieking loudly.

The one that came back with it held his head high, trotting towards Hiccup proudly before delivering the bone to his feet. Hiccup picked it up again and threw it in the other direction. Again the flock of baby dragons dove after it and when he followed them with his eyes, he suddenly spotted a few adult Night Furies in the shadows, their eyes glistening.

"Eh, Wren?"

Wrenlou looked up when he tugged his sleeve and followed his outstretched finger. "The mothers, most likely. Don't worry Hiccup, if they deemed us a threat, they would have attacked already."

"That's reassuring," Hiccup mumbled softly as he threw the bone again.

They walked between the nests, slowly to not disturb the nesting mother dragons, chased by baby dragons and they took turns in throwing the bone. After a while, the baby dragons grew tired of the game and went back to their mothers, leaving the two boys and their dragons alone.

While they were walking, Hiccup suddenly spotted a rock that was different from the rest. It was round, a perfect orb and when he picked it up, he realized it wasn't a rock at all. It was too smooth, too warm and he felt something that could be a heart beat, and his own heart skipped a few beats as he realized that he was holding a dragon egg. A Night Fury egg.

"Hiccup? Where did you get that?"

There was something in Wrenlou's voice, something he had never heard before and he looked up. "It was just laying on the ground. It's an egg, isn't it? Do you think it's abandoned?"

Wrenlou shook his head. "That's it's mother, and she is angry."

He pointed to something behind Hiccup and the boy turned around. He was suddenly face to face with a very angry Night Fury. The dragon was growling, her teeth bared and her eyes narrowed into slits. Hiccup gulped and carefully held the egg out to her. The dragon growled again and Hiccup flinched away. He didn't want to drop the egg, but he didn't want to get hurt either. He heard Toothless growl behind him, but didn't dare turn around. Very carefully, he took a step closer to the dragon in front of him, until he was at the edge of the nest.

"I don't mean to hurt him," he whispered, while he extended the egg towards the mother dragon again, "here's your baby."

The dragon growled and kept her teeth bared, but allowed him to slip the egg into the nest, with its siblings. After he had let go of it, she sniffed it, like she was trying to check if he had done something with it. Walking backwards, Hiccup stepped away from the nest, keeping his eye on the mother dragon. After she was sure that her egg was fine, she crooned softly and blew a steady stream of blue fire over the shell, until it was glowing. Then she curled around it, tucking her head under her wings.

Only when he was safely next to Toothless again, did he dare to breath. He felt a hand on his shoulder and looked up. Wrenlou was staring at him with worry.

"Night Fury eggs are seldom far from the mothers. You know you were lucky, right?" Hiccup nodded. "Have I told you how Rico lost his hand?" He shook his head. "He tried to engage a wild dragon, much like you just did. She didn't take it very well. He lost a hand, he could have lost his life. Our dragons maybe big cuddly creatures, but dragons are not something to be messed with. Especially wild Night Furies. So next time you see an egg, back away from it, okay?"

Hiccup nodded, his heart was still racing. Only now did he realize how wrong it could have gone if the dragon had reacted differently. Following Wrenlou and Snowflake, they went ever deeper into the cave, and the soft light from the crystals shone calmly around them, like the cave was underwater. His heart calmed down and once again, he could enjoy the wonders of the cave, the many dragons, the blue crystals, and the smile wouldn't leave his face anymore.


	20. A Dragon's Tale

_Alright people. This is basically Toothless remembering some things as he and Hiccup explore the Crystal Cove. Also, if you haven't read Terrors in the Dark, one of my one-shots, I suggest that you do, because I am referring to it here. _

_So this is something that popped into my head today, although I did have the idea to write something like this. I put it here, because I found it fitting. It's a one-shot, so after this we go back to Crystal Light._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Dragon's Tale**

It feels good to be home again. That's all that is going through my head as I walk behind Hiccup, seeing the crystals glow around me. The last time I have seen this place is nearly 14 years ago, when I left. I was very young when both my parents died, barely an adult, but that wasn't why I left the island. I had always had a sense of adventure, a feeling like I didn't belong there, like my heart was somewhere else.

I remember the first time I saw Berk, a small village nestled on a rock. After seeing Dragoncity, learning that humans were kind and would leave a dragon alone if they were left alone, seeing the vikings of Berk kill dragons, and seeing that the dragons were raiding them, came as a shock. The idea that people and dragons could hurt each other for seemingly no reason, was something I couldn't grasp. I landed, staying in the shadows and away from the men with weapons, creeping around the village, when I suddenly heard crying. It sounded like a young child, and curious, I crept closer to the sound. The boy I found was barely three years old, hiding under a cart. When I came closer, he turned around and I was stunned by the fear on his face. Every human I met, the one time I had gone to Dragoncity, had never been afraid. So seeing the fear in this child's eyes, was something new for me. I tried to show him that I wasn't a threat, but he hid under his arms, crying. I tried to reassure him that I wouldn't hurt him by crooning softly and the boy looked up, his green eyes shining with tears. I saw so much emotions in those eyes. There was something new now, something that wondered, that longed for knowledge, and I felt a strange connection to this child.

He doesn't remember it now, but that was the first time I saw Hiccup.

The moment didn't last long, because I felt something enter my mind with force. It was such an enormous power that I couldn't resist it, no matter how hard I tried, and the next thing I knew I was flying away from that village, away from that delightful child that had stared at me with wonder, and towards a foggy island with a creature I knew all too well. I had heard stories about the mind control of Titan Wings, but never had I experienced it. Whatever this dragon was, she had to be old and very powerful.

The next 12 years I spent in her den, raiding the village. I never liked it, not once, and despite her efforts, I could never steal anything. The only thing I did was attack the catapults the vikings attacked us with. I never expected to see that child again.

That was until that one faithful night that changed my life forever. It was a raid like any other, just the usual orders. _**Bring me food. **_That was all she ever though about. And if we didn't bring her enough, she would eat us. A dragon eating dragons. She was the worst kind to ever exist.

The village was peaceful until we attacked, then all hell broke lose. I flew over the village, shooting at the catapults, her mind in the back of my head, controlling my actions like I was a puppet, but not enough to make me take the life stock. All I remember is firing at another catapult, then something wrapped around my body, pinning my wings to my sides, instantly knocking me from the sky. I scream, it's all I can do. The moment I hit the ground there is a searing pain in my tail, shooting through my body before dying down, and I lay panting for a moment before the world blacks out.

When I wake up again, the first thing I notice is that I can't move. The ropes have bound me tightly, pinning my legs and wings to my body, cutting into my skin. I move my head, the only thing I can move, but all I can see are trees. Laying my head back on the ground, I close my eyes. I am completely helpless, at the mercy of any viking that finds me and wishes to kill me.

It takes a while before I realize that I no longer feel her in the back of my head. For the first time in over a decade, my mind is mine again. The realization brings a little peace to me. If I die, I will die under my own control, as myself, not as a mindless puppet.

The moment I hear footsteps, I feel my muscles tense. They found me. The vikings found me. But when I open my eyes, I see _him_. The boy from all those years ago has grown into a taller boy, lanky built, much smaller than most I have seen, and he has a dagger raised over his head. I stare at him, fear swirling within me. What has happened to him? What has happened to that child that stared at me in wonder, that wanted to know more? He clenches his eyes shut, and grips the dagger tighter. He's struggling, I can see it, but there is also determination in his face. With a sigh I close my eyes and let my head fall back to the ground. I can't fight back, I might as well accept my faith. But the killing blow, the piercing pain I had expected, doesn't come. Instead, I feel the ropes falling away and my eyes fly open.

I stare at the boy as he cuts the ropes that bind me, muttering under his breath as he does so. The moment I am free I jump up, with one paw on his chest as I stare down at him threateningly. He stared back in fear, gasping for breath as I push down on his chest.

I could kill him. I could kill him right now.

Something in me tells me I should.

But another part of me, the part that still remembers home, tells me I shouldn't.

I narrow my eyes as I stare down at the boy. I can still see the child I saw all those years ago. I can still see the wonder, the thirst for knowledge, but it has been buried under a layer of pain.

I could kill him.

I didn't.

Instead, I just roar in his face, then I turn around and spread my wings. I don't even look back to him, I don't really care. He spared my life, I spared his. We were even, I was free. Free from her, free to go home.

But the moment I try to fly, I realize something is very, horribly wrong. I can't gain altitude, I can't keep my balance, and before I know it, I crash into a tree. Shaking my head, I try again, only to fall to earth like a stone. Wailing, I try a third time, and this time I manage a little distance, before I plummet to the ground once again, hitting it hard when my head knocks against the grass. I lay dazed for a while, then I manage to get up and look around.

It doesn't take long for me to realize that I am trapped. I am trapped because I can't fly. And I can't fly because one of my tailfins is ripped off. I can't help but howl when I see the left side of my tail. Where once was a tailfin, sleek and black, now is covered in bloodied shreds of skin, and it _burns_. Not just the physical pain, but also knowing that I was free, for such a brief moment.

I never gave up. I tried. I really tried. If only I could get out of this cove... I would run. Maybe I couldn't fly, but I would still be able to get somewhere. But the walls were too high and slippery, my claws kept slipping away, and time and time again I fell to the ground. I even failed to catch the fish in the small lake. I was almost ready to give up, resting my head on my paws, when I hear a small clatter and I perk up. Looking up the walls, I spot the boy, and my eyes widen.

He followed me.

One part of me is overjoyed and filled with hope, while the other is angry, skeptical. It was _his _fault. He was the one that shot me down. Granted, thanks to him I am free from her, but I now realize that I would rather spend the rest of my life in her nest, then die a slow painful death trapped in some cove. I watch him leave, only slightly sad.

He is back the next day, and this time he's not staying up on that rock. He comes down, carefully, cautiously, taking slow steps through the cove. I watch him, my tail twitching and I wince at the pain. I allow him to come a little closer, then I creep over the rock and jump on the ground. Startled, he backs away, hugging a fish close to his chest, and the moment the smell hits me, my eyes widen.

He brought me... _food?_

I slink closer to him, and he holds out the fish, keeping as much distance between me and himself as he possibly can. I already have my mouth opened, to take the fish, when I remember his knife, and I growl. He takes the fish in one hand, and folds open his fur vest with the other. I growl again when he takes out the knife and drops it on the ground, but that's not enough for me. I need it totally gone, where he can't snatch it from the ground and kill me.

After the knife has disappeared into the lake, I dare come closer again, and before he realizes it, I have snatched the fish from his hands. The tasty creature goes down fast, but doesn't still my hunger, and questioningly, I come closer. He backs away, tripping over a twig and falling on the ground, but he keeps crawling backwards until he's backed up against a rock.

"_I don't have anymore," _I hear him say, and I cock my head. He must be hungry then.

Before he realizes it, he has a fish head in his lap and I walk back a few paces, before plopping on the ground, my wings limply at my sides. I watch him, see his confusion as he stared from the fish to me, then to the fish again. When I look from the fish and back to his face, he finally seems to get it and a disgusted look flashes over his face. He takes the fish, and takes a reluctant bite, before nodding and holding it up to me.

I make a swallowing motion, and his face drops. With great effort he swallows the raw fish, then shudders and smiles. My lips twitch and I pull them up to mimic his smile and he puts the fish aside, standing up with his arm stretched towards me. That is too much and I growl again, before turning and running from him.

He is back again the day after that, this time with more fish and bandages for my tail. After a lot of convincing from his side, a lot more fish, I let him dress the wound. He is careful, his hands feel strange on my skin and the moment he is done I dash away from him. I haven't forgotten yet. It's still his fault.

But when he keeps coming, day after day after day, sometimes just sitting on the grass watching me, I can't help but grow fond of this boy. I don't know how much time has passed since he shot me down, but my tail has healed. It still hurts, being unable to fly, but at least I won't starve to death. When I see him sitting on a rock, not far from me, my curiosity gets the better of me and I slink closer.

He's drawing in the sand, and he's drawing my face. I watch him for a while, before I leave, taking a tree and doing the same. From the corner of my eyes I can see him stare I amazement, and when I'm done, he stands up.

When his foot touches the line, I snarl. How dare he ruin my work! He does it again, as if testing, then he steps over it and smiled lightly. Carefully, he steps over the lines, almost dancing towards me, and he stops right in front of me. I stare into his eyes, he stared back into mine, and then he reaches out to me, his face turned to the side. Carefully, very carefully, I press my nose against his palm. It fits perfectly, like it was meant to be there, and his hand is warm and soft against my skin. I wriggle my nose and he chuckles before he leaves again.

The days go on like that, until that moment when he made me a prosthetic. I couldn't believe my eyes, couldn't understand what he was doing, but in a few short moments, I had gone from helpless to being able to fly again. I didn't even mind when I found out I needed him. It felt right to have him control my tail, and with that my flying. It felt right to have him on my back, as if he was meant to be there, and in that first flight together, I realized that this was what I had been missing. This boy was meant to be my rider from the moment I was born.

That first time flying again, with him on my back, was the best flight I had in years. We learn, we both do. I have to adjust to the prosthetic, but man, does it feel good to fly again. And we fly a lot, always going back to the cove. It gets harder and harder to let him go as our bond grows, because I love him. He belongs with me, not those people that kill dragons. He belongs on Night Fury Island, in Dragoncity. He belongs with the other dragon riders.

One day, I promise myself, one day I will take him there.

I never expected that day to be much sooner than I thought. The moment he walks into the cove, I can sense something is wrong. He seems sad, down, even though he assures me everything is alright, but I know something is different. We go flying, as usual, but we linger around the village, and this time we don't go back to the cove when the dark sets in. That is when I finally understand.

We leave, and I am the only one to see his tears. He sleeps under my wing that night, after we have landed on a small island, and he cries himself to sleep. It breaks my heart to see him sad, it breaks my heart to see him hurt, and I do everything to cheer him up a little.

It just us now, him and me, and I see him change. From the sad little boy I met, to a more confident young man, still unsure of what to do with his lanky limbs, but getting stronger, adjusting to flying and adjusting to living in the wild.

Slowly, unknown to him, I make my way towards Dragoncity. I will take him there, but we are in no hurry. We have time, all the time in the world. We are completely free.

For eight months, our lives were perfect. Then we were captured. For a week they kept me in a cage, for a week I had to listen to his cries, knowing they were hurting him, and I was powerless to do anything.

I hated it.

And what I hated more was that by the time I finally broke free, I was too close to being to late. I found my boy on the floor, bleeding from a bad wound in his back. I took him, and ran. He was almost too weak to control the tailfin, but he did, and there was just one place I wanted to go now.

I wanted to go home.

So I took him home.

We never quite made it to Dragoncity, but we made it to the island. I hid him, in a cave, but I knew I had to get help. If I wanted him to survive, he needed help. But as it turned out, help had come to us, in the form of a boy and a white Night Fury.

As I watch them now, nearly three months later, I can't believe how lucky we were to be found by these two. All the trouble Wrenlou went through, going as far as learning Norse just to understand Hiccup, it really warmed my heart. And Snowflake, Snowflake was an amazing girl. When Wrenlou had stayed with Hiccup, she had stayed close to me, helping me get accustomed to the island again.

But only now, walking through the Cove, do I really feel at home again. This is where I was born, where I grew up. But at Hiccup's suggestion to find my parents, I wave him off. How do I tell him that they are already dead? How do I tell him that all I need is him?

But deep down I think he knows. Deep down he realizes how much he means to me, and I know how much I need to him. I also know how thrilled he is to be here, with people that regard him with respect and treat him as a equal.

Yes, I am happy I brought him here, and I am happy we met Wrenlou. I no longer care about my tail, I have Hiccup to fly with me, and that's good enough for me. And now he has new friends, I have new friends, we can be happy here. And I know he is happy. I can see it in his face.

Snowflake nudges me gently and I realize I have fallen behind. In all my contemplation I stopped walking.

"_Are you alright," _she asks, and I croon assuringly.

"_I am alright," _I tell her, and she bounces off again.

She is young, energetic, and I can help but feel affection to this strange white dragon. I quickly run after her. All these memories... I push my nose against Hiccup and he turns, rubbing my nose affectionately.

Yes, we will be alright.
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"So where's the Queen?"

"I told you, she could be literally anywhere. There are many caves. Many places she could hide. And Crystal Cove has never been mapped or anything, so there is no telling just how big it really is."

Hiccup didn't answer as he stared up at the ceiling again. He wondered what part of the island was above them, and if the cove stretched all the way back towards the city.

"Wren? Is there an entrance to the Cove in the city somewhere?"

Wrenlou shook his head. "No. Not that anyone knows of at least, and I highly doubt dragons build secret passages. They would be way to big to be secret. Do you want something to eat?"

"Yeah sure," Hiccup said, but then he frowned, "won't the fish attract dragons?"

"That's why I didn't bring any fish," Wrenlou said while digging around in Snowflake's saddlebag, "I have bread... oh, do you want an apple?"

Hiccup nodded and caught the round fruit easily. He rubbed it over his sleeve until it shone, then he turned it around in his hands, hesitating just a moment before he sank his teeth into it. He followed Wrenlou again while eating the apple slowly. He stopped a moment when Toothless fell behind, watching the dragon almost sadly.

"Hiccup? Something wrong?"

Hiccup shook his head and started walking again. "I just wonder what he's thinking. Sometimes I wish I could talk to him, to know how he thinks of our relationship as it is."

"Hmm... I know what you mean," Wrenlou said, glancing at Snowflake, "I wonder how she feels about being white. I guess we'll never really know."

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou as they left the man cave, entering a tunnel that was so dark that they couldn't see a thing. The dragons lit their glow again, walking in front of the riders and they carefully walked through the narrow tunnel.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked and his voice echoed through the tunnel.

"I have no idea," Wrenlou said, "it's too dark to see, even with the Night Furies. We'll see. I think there's another tunnel up ahead, maybe a cave. I see some light..."

Hiccup squinted in the dark, trying to see the light Wrenlou saw, and indeed, there was a very faint blue light ahead, so faint it was nearly invisible. Carefully, they walked towards the light and came into a smaller cave. The light came from a few crystals imbedded in the walls, lighting just a small part of the cave.

"Well, this appears to be a dead end," Wrenlou said, "we best go back to the main cave, the try to find our way out again, Im sure it's dark already. And Dale will have our heads if he finds out about this..."

Hiccup nodded, and the boys turned around towards the dark tunnel, but froze when a low growl came from behind them. Very slowly, they turned around again and they froze when they saw two large, luminous blue eyes. It was a dragon, that was all they could see in the very faint light, and it growled deeply. As it rose to it's feet, they backed away staring at the dragon.

There were blue spots all along the dragons spine, running from her head to the tip of her tail. When she spread her wings, they could see the faint blue glow from the tips of her wings as well.

"Is that the..." Hiccup started.

"The Queen..." Wrenlou whispered, "it's not possible..."

As the dragon rose to her full height, the crystals in the walls started glowing brighter, until they illuminated the small cave like tiny suns. The dragon in front of them was large, almost five times the size of a normal Night Fury, and she looked down on them with glowing blue eyes. Snowflake and Toothless had seized their playful banter and were now pressed on the ground, their wings tucked to their sides.

"Okay..." Wrenlou said, "make no sudden moves. We invaded her cave, apparently, and we could be in a lot of... Hiccup! What are you doing!"

Hiccup had taken a step forward, drawing the attention of the Queen to him and she brought her massive head down towards him. He froze, staring up at the dragon and while he looked, the glow in her eyes faded, until they were a crystal clear blue.

"Hiccup..."

The dragon growled again, a deep rumbling sound that resonated through the cave and turned to Wrenlou. The boy took a step back, his hands raised defensively. When Snowflake saw this, she growled and jumped in front of him, protecting him from the Queen. The large dragon crooned, sniffing the smaller one curiously. Then she turned to Toothless, sniffing him as well, growling when she saw his tail.

After turning back to Wrenlou and Hiccup, she took a few steps back before laying down again. She eyed the intruders with her clear blue eyes that portrayed nothing but curiosity. Suddenly, a voice called out through the small cave, thundering yet warm and loving.

"_**Fear not children, I will not harm you."**_

Hiccup stumbled back, tripping over his own feet and he pressed his hands against his head. He saw Wrenlou do the same, confusion flashing over his face.

"What's that?" Hiccup breathed, "what's happening?"

"I don't know..." Wrenlou whispered.

The Night Fury Queen huffed out some smoke and lowered her head, resting it on her front paws. She was almost on eye level now, looking at the boys in front of her and while they looked back, they could see the wisdom of ages in her sparkling eyes. She blinked, and they heard the voice again, this time softer. It was a very strange voice, yet pleasant at the same time, a deep tone that resonated in their heads, but at the same time it sang in the air around them, filling the small cave with light.

"_**Fear not. Come. Come closer. Let me look at you. You are the first humans I have seen in a long time."**_

Wrenlou and Hiccup exchanged a glance, then Wrenlou took a step forward, tentatively reaching out to the dragon in front of them.

"We... can _hear _you?"

"_**Yes. I am the only dragon with the ability to communicate with humans. The only one from my race. Come closer little one."**_

Her last words were directed towards Hiccup, and he took a few tentative steps forward.

"Who... who are you?" he asked, his voice shaking. A rumble escaped the dragon's throat.

"_**I am Caerulea Ignia, the Blue Fire, the Queen, the Life Force,"**_she turned to the to dragons and nuzzled them lovingly, **_"I provide for my children. All my children. Even the ones that are far from home."_**

As she said this, the crystals flared brighter and suddenly Hiccup understood the heartbeat he had felt in them. He had thought that it was his imagination, but he had really felt crooned softly and curled around her paw purring loudly. She brought her head down to him and gently tucked his wings, before she sniffed his tail again.

"_**What happened to your tail my love..."**_ they heard her whisper, but it wasn't directed towards them, so they kept quiet. Toothless responded with a series of croons and coos, all the while purring loudly while he rubbed himself against her paw. When the small black dragon fell silent, the Queen turned to Hiccup again.

"_**He says you shot him down... then spared his life and helped him fly again. Normally, I would be very mad at people who hurt my children, but you saved his life. After attempting to take it?"**_

"I... we..." Hiccup started, then he took a deep breath, "where I come from, we are at war with the dragons. People in my village take pride in killing dragons. I shot him down because I wanted to fit in, to be one of them. But I couldn't kill him..."

Toothless wailed and bounded over to his rider, rubbing his head over the boy's chest while he curled his tail around his legs. Hiccup laughed softly and scratched Toothless behind his ears. The dragon purred, the plopped on the ground with a contend sigh.

"_**You have a kind and loving heart, young one, that is why you couldn't kill him. You're a peace keeper, not a killer. And you were meant to be together, from the moment both of you were born."**_

"M... meant to be? How do you mean?" Hiccup asked. He was slowly beginning to get used to the voice in his head, no longer startled when he heard it.

The Queen, Caerulea Ignia, blew warm air through his hair, before pulling away and turning her attention to Wrenlou and Snowflake. _**"You must have noticed your eyes match your dragon's," **_she mused, and Hiccup nodded, _**"some riders were born to be dragon riders. Did you ever tell him how you came to get her?" **_she asked Wrenlou, and the boy shook his head.

"Not the whole story."

"_**Would you mind?"**_

"I guess not..." Wrenlou sighed and he turned to Hiccup, "I told you how the Choosing works, right?" Hiccup nodded. "Well, when I was there, when I got Snow... I... I was never supposed to get her. I was too young at the time, I wasn't even in the line for the eggs, I was with my parents in the crowd, I... I don't really know what happened, but her egg was the last to hatch, and she completely disregarded the people in front of her and turned to me instead."

"_**Do you know why?" **_Caerulea asked and her voice was soft and melodious.

Wrenlou shook his head. "No," he whispered.

"_**Because you two were meant to be together from the day you were born. Same for you, Hiccup, same for your dragon. You see, while all riders have a connection with their riders, for some that bound can go deeper. They are the ones destined to be together. Only a few have succeeded in reaching that deep level of the bound, to a point where dragon and rider can communicate with each other. Aaron was the first to achieve this bound, Shirlena was the second."**_

"So the eyes..." Wrenlou started, "there is a deeper meaning to that?"

"_**Yes. Humans don't know of this meaning, but dragons do. It's instinctively. That is why Toothless left to find you Hiccup. Instinctively he knew he was missing something, he just didn't know what. He knew he would be restless until he found it."**_

"But the deeper connection..." Wrenlou said, "Aaron achieved that. How? What does it mean exactly?"

Caerulea laughed again, a warm sound that rang through the room and vibrated in their chests. _**"There is no 'recipe' as you could call it. It is how you trust your dragon, how you treat her, how you love her that can strengthen the bound until you reach a level of understanding that is beyond the language barrier. I said I am the only dragon capable of speaking with humans. That is because right now, no one has reached that deep connection. Do not seek it, do not force it, it is a matter of time and patience, it will not be controlled. You can spend your whole life trying to find it, and never succeed, while if you don't look for it, it will come to you." **_

Hiccup exchanged a glance with Wrenlou, then he looked at Toothless. The black dragon cocked his head and warbled softly. Hiccup sighed.

"I wish I could understand you bud, really."

"_**Know that he can understand you., and that he loves you Hiccup."**_

Hiccup smiled, rubbing Toothless nose. "Maybe one day I will understand you."

"_**Maybe one day," **_Caerulea said, then she stood up, **_"come my children, it is time for you to go. I will show you the way out."_**

Caerulea stretched her wings, then folded them at her side. She led them back to the main cave, Hiccup and Wrenlou now riding their dragons. In the main cave, the crystal shone brighter when the Queen walked passed and the dragons all bowed their heads when she walked past their nests. Even the very young ones seized playing. She spread her wings, flapping them a few time, then flew up, towards a large wide tunnel and landed at the ledge, turning to the riders and their dragons.

"_**Remember what I told you," **_she said and they nodded, **_"and you are always welcome here. Go now, be safe my children. Know that I watch over you."_**

"Wait!" Wrenlou practically yelled, "how do you choose the eggs for the Choosing?"

Caerulea laughed again. _**"I don't choose them, they choose themselves. They know if they have a rider or not from the very first day. Now, go. you will be late..."**_

"Thank you!" Hiccup yelled as she flew away. She just roared, flaring the crystals once more, and they turned their dragons around.

"Wow..." Hiccup breathed as they stepped out of the cave, "did that just really happen? Did we really see the Queen? Did we really... _speak _with her?"

Wrenlou nodded as he tightened Snowflake's saddle straps. "It did. I had no idea that she would be telepathic. It's just... amazing," he looked at the sky and frowned, "and we have to get back as fast as lighting, we've been away almost the entire night. Dale will be worried... and angry... incredibly angry..."

"Can't we sneak in?" Hiccup asked fumbling with the hem of his tunic.

"You might be able to, I'm not," Wrenlou pointed out, "and besides, avoiding it will only make it worse. They will have checked our beds by now. Either way... we are in trouble I think."

"Great," Hiccup muttered, "just what I needed. I just got here, not really a good impression of my character."

"Don't worry," Wrenlou said slinging himself in Snowflake's saddle, "I'll take full responsibility."

"But it was my idea!" Hiccup shouted the moment the dragons spread their wings, "I pushed you into taking me there. It's my fault."

"No Hiccup, it's mine. I could have said no, I could have refused. I should have refused to take you there. I didn't. I agreed with it. And Dale made me responsible for you. If you would have gotten hurt..."

"But I didn't," Hiccup said softly, "we're both fine."

"Doesn't matter. It was foolish, a stupid thing to do. But I'm glad we did it. I wouldn't have missed that for the world."

"It's not fair that you should be punished if it was my idea," Hiccup mumbled, staring at Toothless' neck, "can't we just not tell him where we went?"

"If he doesn't know already. But Hiccup, I don't lie. I can't. I'm a terrible liar."

"Me too..." Hiccup said.

He felt a knot form in his stomach. He was really scared about what Dale would say, if he would be send away now, for endangering Toothless, Wrenlou and Snowflake with his stupid idea. But even know he couldn't shake the Queen's words. _A deeper bound..._ he patted Toothless' head and the dragon looked at him.

"Maybe we'll be able to understand each other, don't you think? Wouldn't that be something..."

"We're here..." Wrenlou whispered and the dragons shot down towards the ground, landing silently, making no noise.

Their riders slid from their backs, standing in the small plaza between the wooden houses. They were about to go to their beds and get some sleep, when a voice thundered from behind, stopping them dead in their tracks.

"And _where_ in the name of the Gods do you _think_ you come from at this hour!?"

0-0-0-0-0-0
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_Also thanks to my trusted friend for coming up with the Queen's name, Caerulea Ignia, Blue Fire._
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They stood frozen for a moment, the flickering light of a torch coming from behind them and Dale's voice that ran angrily through the air, demanding that they turn around. They did so, slowly, hesitantly, knowing that they were in trouble. Big trouble. It would be of no use to enrage the man more.

As soon as they came face to face with him, they saw Dale, his dragon behind him. There was no sign of the other teens, it was just Dale and Starstruck. The dragon growled loudly as she approached them and they took a step back, away from the menacing dragon.

"Where have you been!" Dale demanded harshly, "do you have any idea how worried I was?"

Wrenlou didn't answer, but he adverted his gaze to the ground, biting his lip. Hiccup shuffled uneasily, fiddling with the hem of his tunic as he found the sand incredibly interesting.

"Answer me!" Dale shouted as he took a step closer.

Wrenlou kept his gaze fixed on the ground, but Hiccup couldn't take it any longer.

"We went to Crystal Cove!" he shouted out, immediately covering his head with his arms as he turned away from Dale, certain that the man would beat him.

But Dale paled at Hiccup's words, his eyes grew wide. The boys didn't see how Hiccup's words shocked him as he realized the kind of danger his students put themselves in. He gripped the torch so hard his knuckles were turning white. He took a deep breath, trying to keep his anger under control.

"You went what?" he asked, his voice trembling with his anger, "do you have any idea how dangerous that was? You could have been killed!"

"But we weren't, okay?" Wrenlou suddenly shouted, and Dale reacted faster than anyone would give the old man credit for.

He stepped forward, his hand shooting out and he slapped Wrenlou's cheek so hard it left a red mark. Hiccup stumbled back, afraid he would get hit next, but Dale paid no attention to him.

"Don't you dare speak back to me!" Dale hissed as Wrenlou stared at him, his hand on his cheek, "tell me, why should I not inform the Council of this?"

Wrenlou's eyes grew wide as Dale stared at him. If he were to tell the Council, they would be in even bigger trouble.

"You can't!" he blurted out, and Dale turned to him, his eyes dark

"And why not? Not only did you break the rules of Learners Bay and did you leave the Bay, you broke one of our most fundamental laws! One of the very laws our relation with the dragons depend on! Not to mention the fact that you put yourself, your friend and both your dragons in serious danger! Do you know how many things could have gone wrong? Wild Night Furies are very dangerous creatures, especially when nesting! You could have lost a limb, or worse, you could have gotten killed! What would your father have thought of that Wrenlou? Tell me, what would Aaron Dreycon, descendant of the very first dragon rider have thought when he learned his son had been killed by dragons because he invaded their territory?"

Wrenlou stared at him, his eyes filling with tears. "But nothing happened," he whispered, "we're okay."

"Yes, and you are very, _VERY _lucky," Dale sighed, running a hand over his face, "go to bed," he ordered, "but don't think this is over. I want you both on the beach, before breakfast, you understand? This isn't over just yet."

Dale watched the boys walk away, their dragons next to them and sighed deeply once he saw them enter their cabins. He turned to Starstruck, the dragon staring at him with round eyes and rubbed her nose.

"What am I going to do with them..." he mumbled, "I can't just ignore something like this, I can't. They deliberately put their lives and the lives of their dragons in danger," he sighed again, "come on girl, let's go to bed. We'll deal with them tomorrow."

After he closed the door behind him, he sat on the edge of the bed for a long time. He was genuinely scared of what Dale would do. Toothless crooned and tried to push him in bed, but he resisted the dragon, pushing him away each time.

"What was I thinking Toothless. Why did I push Wrenlou into taking me there? Why did I persist? I screwed up... I screwed up big... just like I always did..."

He curled up on the bed, hiding his head under his arms as the tears started to fall. He was sure that he would be send away now, that he would be forced to leave the island. Toothless curled around him, gently licking his hair in an effort to comfort him, and he curled up against the dragon's warm scales.

He didn't sleep much and he was up well before dawn. After just laying next to Toothless for a while, quietly listening to the dragon's heartbeat, he slipped out of bed and carefully opened the door. It was still dark, but the faint light of the sun was visible at the horizon above the sea. The sun itself was still behind the water, still hiding away from sight. He took a quick sprint towards Wrenlou's cabin and knocked softly. When no answer came, he pushed the door open, expecting him to be asleep.

He found him sitting on the bed with his legs crossed, Snowflake curled at his feet, her head and front paws on the bed as well, the rest of her body on the floor. He was reading something, but looked up when Hiccup entered.

"Can't sleep?" he asked softly while he closed his book and Hiccup shook his head.

"I'm scared," the boy whispered, "what if he sends me away?"

"Dale can't do that," Wrenlou said while he stood up and walked over to his small bookcase, setting the book back on the shelf, "only the Council can."

"So..." Hiccup walked closer to the bed as Wrenlou sat back down, "what happens if he tells the Council? What will they do?"

"They can do a number of things," Wrenlou said as he gestured to a spot next to him and Hiccup sat down, crossing his legs just as Wrenlou had, "the first isn't too bad. It's basically suspending us both for a time, a month, six, whatever they decide. They can't take our dragons away, but they can tale away our right to fly with them. If Dale were to tell them, and they would choose to suspend us, we wouldn't be allowed to fly."

"But, that affects the dragons too," Hiccup said, "that's not fair."

"That's just it. We are banned from flying with our dragons, the dragons aren't banned from flying."

"But Toothless can't fly on his own!"

"I don't think they care about that," Wrenlou muttered, plucking the blanket.

"What... what about the other things?"

"There is just one other option," Wrenlou said softly, "but it's the one that would be the heaviest punishment."

"Why? What is it?" Hiccup urged, although he dreaded to find out.

"They wouldn't allow us to take the oath that allows us to live in Dragoncity."

"What... what would that mean?" Hiccup asked, his voice shaking.

"It would mean that we won't be allowed to live in Dragoncity, we won't be allowed to live in Lightcity, we won't even be allowed to stay on the island. Hiccup, we would be outcasts."

Hiccup stared at Wrenlou in shock and he felt tears rise up. He didn't want to be an outcast. He wanted to stay on the island, learn, grow, he wanted to become better that anyone had ever expected him to be. He felt an arm around his shoulder and looked up.

"The chance of that happening is very, very small. Dale would have to tell the Council, he himself doesn't have the authority to do that."

"Then what will he do?" Hiccup asked, wiping the tears from his face.

Wrenlou shrugged. "To be honest, I don't know. The last time I got in trouble he had me sweep the beach."

Hiccup chuckled. "Sweep the beach? But isn't that..."

"... Completely pointless? Yes. But man, I was tired and sore... the blisters, unbelievable. Don't worry Hiccup, I'm sure nothing too drastic will happen. Dale can be tough when he's angry, but he never takes rash decisions. Why do you think he send us to bed first?"

"I... I don't know..." Hiccup mumbled while looking down on his feet, "why?"

"Because he didn't want to do things he would regret later on. I know him Hiccup, I've known him for a few years now. He can be harsh, but he's honest."

"I'm still scared," Hiccup mumbled, "I don't want to be send away again. I just found a home here, I can't lose it."

"You won't. I promise." Wrenlou gently squeezed Hiccup's shoulder, then stoop up and stretched his arms. "We best go to the beach. I really don't want to make him even angrier."

Hiccup nodded and slipped from the bed as well. As he approached the door, he realized that Toothless hadn't followed him, so he quickly ran towards his own cabin and found the dragon sleeping on the floor, head tucked under his wings. He woke the dragon and Toothless stretched lazily, turning away from him, curling up again.

"Toothless, come on, we're in trouble as it is," Hiccup begged softly and the dragon opened one eye, before slowly standing up and stretching again, yawing. He followed his rider, preening his wings while they walked towards the beach. It seemed like the dragon was oblivious to the trouble his rider was in.

When they arrived, they found not only Dale and Starstruck, but Broghan and Moonchaser as well. Wrenlou's brother had his arms crossed, a furious look on his face. The moment Wrenlou got close enough, Broghan lashed out, hitting his brother on his jaw. Wrenlou stumbled back, but Broghan was relentless, swinging his other fist directly at Wrenlou's chest.

"What on earth were you thinking!" he screamed while he wrestled Wrenlou to the ground, pinning him down by sitting on his chest, "how could you do that!"

Hiccup stood frozen as he watched Broghan's rage explode and he continued to try and hit his brother where ever he could. He didn't get much of a chance to actually hurt him much before Dale pulled him off the younger man.

"That's enough!" he shouted, holding Broghan by his collar as he continued to struggle, "Broghan, settle down! I will deal with this, okay?"

Broghan agreed, but the angry scowl didn't leave his face as he glared at his brother. He had managed to draw blood, and Wrenlou was pressing his hand against his nose, which was bleeding from the punch that landed on it.

"Right," Dale said as he crossed his arms, "I have decided to not inform the Council and keep this between us. That does not mean that you won't be punished for breaking the rules and endangering yourself and your dragons. I have to ask, why. Why would you break every rule there is and risk your lives to go there?"

"Curiosity," Wrenlou mumbled, "and Hiccup wanted to see the Queen."

"The Queen?" Broghan scoffed, "no one's seen the Queen since Shirlena!"

"Well, we did!" Wrenlou blurted out, then he bit his lip as both Broghan and Dale stared them in shock.

"You... saw the Queen?" Dale asked astounded, and Hiccup was the one that nodded.

"I don't believe you," Broghan said, crossing his arms, "you're just saying that."

"Believe what you like," Wrenlou said, "we still saw her."

"That doesn't change the fact that you put your lives at risk," Dale said, "and you will still be punished. For starters, you're not allowed to fly for a week, longer if I deem it necessary. Your dragons will come with us while you will stay here, completing this list," he handed Wrenlou a paper scroll, which the boy took reluctantly, "one more thing, that's today's list. You must finish every single item on that list today. If not, you won't get dinner."

Hiccup stared at Dale in shock. He couldn't possibly expect them to get all that done without the help of the dragons! But the men turned and walked away, Starstruck and Moonchaser pulled Toothless and Snowflake along. Both dragons were wailing, unwilling to leave their riders, but they had no choice and eventually followed Broghan and Dale. As soon as the men were out of sight, Hiccup turned to Wrenlou.

"All that in a single day? He can't mean it!"

"Look at it this way. It could have been far worse. Damn..."

"Are you okay?" Hiccup asked while he pulled the scroll from Wrenlou's hands and unrolled it, his eyes flitting over the writing, "we'll never be able to do all this today," he groaned.

"Of course we will," Wrenlou said, wiping the blood from his face, "we'll make it work. Now come on, we're not going to get any further by standing here and whining about it."

Hiccup sighed. He had been punished before, sure, but never with hard labour. He looked from his own, barely muscled arms to Wrenlou's muscles arm and ran a hand through his hair. It was going to be a long day, that much was for sure. And he didn't even have Toothless by his side to help him.

"At least we don't have to sweep the beach," Wrenlou said, "that would have taken forever."

Hiccup smiled weakly. Maybe sweeping the beach wouldn't be so bad compared to the things on that list. Maybe sweeping the beach was easier. maybe he preferred sweeping the beach.
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"I don't even know where to start!" Hiccup complained while he stared at the list on the table.

"Here," Wrenlou said, pointing at the first item on the paper, "we start here."

"Clean the entire Hall? That will take all day!"

"Perhaps," Wrenlou said while he collected a few buckets, "so we best get started, don't you think?"

"Yeah..." Hiccup sighed and he took one of the buckets from Wrenlou, "we messed up good, didn't we?"

Wrenlou shrugged. "It could have been worse really. We're not suspended forever and we're not outcasted. So I would say we didn't really mess up _that _bad."

Hiccup grumbled something and almost wished he was back on Berk. Even though he was always ignored and treated badly, at least he didn't have to work his arms off with cleaning. True, working in the forge was no walk in the park, but at least he had loved doing that. He hated cleaning.

He watched how Wrenlou filled the buckets with water, then they carried them back to the Hall. There Wrenlou tossed in some soap and stirred it until the foam dripped over the edge of the bucket.

"What now?" Hiccup asked.

Wrenlou tossed him a brush. "Get down on your knees and start scrubbing."

Hiccup sighed deeply and slowly got down on his knees, dipping the brush in the now soapy water. He stared at the floor for a moment, the dark tiles cracked from being there for years, then he splashed the water on them and started scrubbing. First slowly, then faster as his irritation grew.

He was irritated with himself. It had been his idea, and he had pushed Wrenlou into taking him, even after he had explained why they shouldn't go. He had practically begged the older boy to ignore everything he believed in, to break every law there was, and now he was facing the consequents.

"You know, you don't have to scrub the tile away," Wrenlou remarked dryly, and now Hiccup realized he had been scrubbing the same tile with all his might for the last five minutes.

"Sorry," he mumbled and he quickly moved to the next tile.

The water quickly turned brown from the dirt and the sand on the floor, and his knees became soaked, the water crawling up the fabric of his pants. He was glad he wasn't wearing his boots, but the water was cold on his bare feet.

They had to go back for fresh water two times, but after that, the entire floor was cleaned, Wrenlou had done the tables and the benches and they had even washed the dishes. At that point his knees were red and sore, his clothes were soaked with the dirty, soapy water. His arms and shoulders hurt from scrubbing, and they were still on the first item on the list.

The next one was that they had to sweep the plaza, to get all the beach sand back to the beach. But the sand was unwilling to go, and clung to their wet clothes, refusing to be swept from the flagstones of the plaza. It took them a good two hours to get every grain of sand off the plaza, and by then they were exhausted.

"Wren," Hiccup mumbled, while he looked down at his hands, "I have blisters."

Wrenlou's long fingers took his hands gently as the boy looked at the raw palms of his hands. There were several large blisters covering his hands, red and inflamed. Some splinters from the rough wooden handles of the broom were also stuck in his palms.

"Come on," Wrenlou gestured to the healers hut, "I'll take care of that."

"You can do that?" Hiccup asked surprised.

Wrenlou nodded as he held the door open. "I've always wanted to become a healer, I just never acted on it. I did read a lot of books though, so I know how to take care of blisters."

"Wren? There's no healer here, right?"

"No," Wrenlou answered as he pointed at the bed, "but Dale has the basic knowledge he needs, and when the situation really calls for a healer, we either ask one to come from Dragoncity, or we go there ourselves, like I did with you."

Hiccup didn't say anything while he sat down, still staring at his hands. The blisters were throbbing painfully, and he bit his lip. Wrenlou searched through the cabinets a little, the placed a bowl on the table. He filled it with water, the mixed the water with some dried leaves and left it to sit for a while. He heated up some water, and took a second bowl. He poured the water in, then added some soap. Then he took some tweezers and diligently pulled every splinter from Hiccup's small hands. After he had done that, he stood up, walking towards the table

"Come on here, wash your hands. Thoroughly."

Hiccup nodded and walked over to the table. As soon as he dipped his hands in the luke warm water, he winced. The water stung in the open areas on his palms. He let his hands soak until Wrenlou took them and washed them, then dried his hands with a soft towel, taking extra care of the blisters. Wrenlou studied the red swollen areas on Hiccup's hands, gently pressing down on the blisters, then he looked up.

"I think I have to drain them. They're too big to just leave like that."

Hiccup just nodded again and sat down on the bed while Wrenlou lit a candle and searched for a needle. Then he sat next to Hiccup, holding the needing in the flame until it was red hot. He waited until the red coloring had disappeared and took Hiccup's hands. Very carefully, he inserted the needle in the side of one of the biggest blisters and Hiccup winced. Not because it hurt, but just because the sight of a needle entering the blister made him feel uncomfortable.

After he had poked a small hole in the blister, Wrenlou pressed down on it, wiping away the fluid that spilled from the bubble on Hiccup's hand. He repeated the process with the other blisters, making sure that they were all completely empty before he gestured to the second bowl.

"Hold your hands in there for a while. It's a disinfectant, it will help prevent infections. It may sting a little."

"Okay," Hiccup said and he slowly submerged his hands in the water. It was cold, and stung as Wrenlou had said, but it also felt soothing in a way, "where are you going?"

"To continue the list. You just stay there for a while. I'll be back to bandage your hands, then we can get on with that stupid list, okay."

Hiccup nodded, although he felt a little guilty that he could have a break, while Wrenlou had to continue, but he also knew that it wasn't his fault that he had blisters. He didn't have to wait long until Wrenlou came back and dried his hands. Some of the water had filled the blistered skin again, but Wrenlou just pushed it out again.

After making sure his hands were really dry, Wrenlou carefully wrapped them in bandages, just enough to keep the blistered areas covered and the blisters clean. After that, he put the things he had used away and turned to Hiccup.

"I have been over that list and there are a few things you can do without your hands getting wet. I'll take care of the windows, why don't you sweep the cabins. After that we'll see."

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou outside. There was a bucked with water waiting for them, accompanied by a broom. Hiccup took the broom, and swept the healers hut first, just because he was already there. He could feel the bandages rub painfully against the tender skin, but he bit through it. It had been his choice to stay on the island and learn, and part of that meant conforming to their laws. He hadn't done that, and he had forced Wrenlou to break them as well, but he knew that from now on, he would contain his curiosity and make sure his actions didn't break any laws. He made a mental note to ask Wrenlou to teach him those laws.

After he was done with the cabins, making sure that not a grain of sand remained on the floor and the beds were made, he went to find Wrenlou. He found him at the Hall, checking a few more things of the list.

"My arm hurt," Hiccup complained and Wrenlou nodded.

"Mine as well. But we're almost done. Might as well, seeing how it's getting late and they will be back soon."

They hadn't noticed that the day had gone by really fast, and already the sun was creeping towards the ocean.

"So what's next?" Hiccup asked plucking the bandage around his right hand.

"Make the beds..." Wrenlou started, but Hiccup interrupted him.

"I did that already. When I was sweeping."

"You did? Great! Then we have two more things to go."

"What's that?" Hiccup asked, "is it going to take long? I'm really tired."

"Yeah me too," Wrenlou muttered, "alright. We have to empty the fireplace..." he glanced at the fireplace in the center of the Hall and sighed, "which is gonna be messy, and after that we have to build a new fire. So, ready to get dirty?"

"I... I guess," Hiccup said while he looked down on his hands.

"Why don't you bring in some new wood, I'll take care of that black mess over there."

Hiccup nodded while he left the Hall and walked over to the pile of wood behind the building. The fire wasn't for warmth, the island was warm enough on its own, but it provided their light in the dark hours of the night, along with some torches that hung on the wall. He had also learned that the wood they used for the fire, wasn't from the palm trees. It came from another kind of tree that grew all over the island, but he had forgotten the name.

He carried the logs inside, two at a time, while Wrenlou carried the ashes outside. He swept them in a bucket and dumped them on a spot besides the pile of fresh wood. It was a good thing that they didn't have to clean the fireplace that often.

By the time they were done Wrenlou was covered in a layer of sooth and Hiccup's arms were trembling from the continued strain as he carried the logs inside, but they were done with their work, and before the sun set. They were exhausted, hungry, sore in places they didn't even know they had muscles, Hiccup's blisters had started bleeding when he carried the logs inside, but at least they were done.

After Wrenlou had washed the sooth from his body and changed into clean clothes, he had taken Hiccup to the healers hut again to take care of the now bleeding wounds.

"It's only the first day," Hiccup complained, "and my hands are already bleeding."

"We'll survive," Wrenlou said, massaging a painful muscle in his shoulder, "I have blisters too now."

"Wren? We did everything now, right? What can he make us do tomorrow?"

Wrenlou shrugged. "I don't know. We'll see I guess. All I want right now is food, rest and Snowflake."

Hiccup nodded. He agreed wholeheartedly with that statement. His arms were sore, his hands were burning, his stomach was demanding food like a hungry animal, and he had missed his dragon terribly. So when the doors of the Hall burst open and Toothless came bounding in, his heart jumped in his chest and he threw his arms around the dragon. Toothless warbled and crooned, licking his hair and sniffing the bandages around his hands. Hiccup inhaled deeply, closing his eyes as Toothless wrapped his wings around him. Before he knew it, he was asleep, right there in the Hall, the dragon curled around him and he didn't notice how Dale gently carried him to his bed and tucked him in. He was fast asleep and only reacted when Toothless rested his head against his back, snorting softly. He curled in at the dragon's warm touched, his bandaged hands against his chest, and smiled blissfully while he drifted further into the embrace of heavenly sleep.


	24. Crystal Light, Part V

_Let me just start with another note to Aj:_

_I agree that email is the best way, but unfortunately the site removed yours from your review. So that is why you haven't heard of me yet, I'm sorry! Anyway, my email is aurorathethird at hotmail . Com._

_Alright. Second announcement. I have never used songs like I did in this chapter, and it wasn't easy. The songs I used are at the bottom, should you want to listen to them._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Crystal Light, Part V**

Dale had woken them at the break of dawn, ordering them to the Hall. When they had arrived, he had allowed them to eat something, then he had given them another list to finish before he was back. While Dale left with the other students, once again taking their dragons, Hiccup sighed and stared at his hands.

"Come on," Wrenlou said, pulling him along, "I'll take care of your hands, then we have to go to the garden."

"Garden?" Hiccup asked surprised, "there's a garden?"

"Yes. Remember how I told you we grow everything ourselves? We have a garden with some vegetables and date palms. It's not very far from here, but far enough so that the dragons won't mess with it." He paused and turned to Hiccup. "Not that dragons like green things."

Hiccup chuckled and stepped into the healers hut. While he sat down on the bed, Wrenlou pulled some fresh bandages from the cabinet.

"I actually like working in the garden," he said while he started to unwrap the bandages around Hiccup's hands, "it's hard work, but I like it. I don't know why he thinks that's punishment."

"It is for me!" Hiccup practically shouted, "look at my hands!"

He held them out to Wrenlou, his palms up. The blisters weren't bleeding anymore and the wounds had closed, but he knew that the moment he started to shovel or something, the wounds would be pulled open, start bleeding again and only get worse. Wrenlou took his hands, his own palms also red from working all day, a few small blisters, but nowhere near as bad as Hiccup's.

"It will be fine," he said softly, "just leave the hard work to me, okay?"

"But that's not fair," Hiccup protested as Wrenlou bandaged his hands again, "you shouldn't have to do all the hard work!"

"We'll just see how it goes. Alright, I'm done."

Hiccup sighed while he slipped from the bed. He waited for Wrenlou to put the things away and together they walked towards the shed where the gardening tools were waiting. With a shovel, a rake and some other tools slung over his shoulder, Wrenlou led Hiccup to a secluded area not far from the small village. He opened a small gate and allowed Hiccup into the garden before stepping in himself and closing the wooden gate again.

Hiccup was staring at the garden in front of him. There were palm trees lining the fence all around, creating a sort of roof that let in plenty of light, but also provided plenty of shade. There were several different beds, some just filled with flowers, while others were filled with all kinds of vegetables.

"Dale is usually the one to maintain the garden," Wrenlou said while he put the shovel down, "he comes here after we've finished training."

"But now he lets us do it," Hiccup said as he looked around the garden again, "it looks really nice and peaceful."

Wrenlou smiled as he put the rest of the tools down and pulled out the list "Alright," he said then, "we should start with weeding every bed. After that we have to water the plants, harvest the ripe crops, trim the palms..." he took a shaking breath as he looked up the long stem of the tre next to him, "it's going to be a long day."

"Yeah..." Hiccup sighed as he looked at his bandaged hands again. It was indeed going to be a long day.

"Here," Wrenlou said as he guided him over to the first bed, "see all these little green things?" he pointed at the tiny plants that were growing between the crops, "that has to go. So if you just start on that, I'll get some water from the well so you can water the plants when you're done with weeding, and some rope and the saw so I can trim the palms, okay?"

Hiccup nodded and carefully knelt next the plants. The tiny green sprouts were loose in the soil, and he could pull them out easily. After Wrenlou had given him a bucket to collect the weeds in, the boy left running. When he came back he was carrying a rope around his shoulder, and he had a saw strapped to his belt. He was carrying the bucket from the well in his left hand, stepping carefully to not spill the water.

"Wren? How do you trim a palm tree?" Hiccup asked, looking up the long stem of the tree, void of any branches at all.

"Climb it. That's what the rope's for. Don't worry," Wrenlou laughed, but it was nervously "you just keep weeding and watering the plants. I'll take care of the trees, okay?"

Hiccup nodded and plucked another little plant from the ground. He didn't see how Wrenlou's expression changed when he looked at the trees, fear flashing over his face. He took a deep breath before he took the rope from the ground and started untying the knot that held it together.

"Isn't that dangerous?" Hiccup asked, once again sitting back.

"It is," Wrenlou said, "but I've done it before. My dad's hobby is gardening. He started when he lost half his hand, and he always involved all his children in it. So I've climbed palm trees before. Doesn't mean it's not dangerous, and doesn't mean I like it. In fact, it's my least favorite. But you certainly don't know how to do it, so it has to be me. Besides," Wrenlou glanced at the trees, "I have to do five, the rest looks fine."

Hiccup stared up at the trees. A few of them had some brown leaves that were hanging down and had clearly lost their spring. He watched how Wrenlou fastened the rope around his waist, then around the stem of the tree. He couldn't help but hold his breath as he saw Wrenlou use the rope to climb up the tree and he secured it at the top.

After watching him for a while and feeling his own stomach turn when he saw how the tree swayed lightly in the wind, he remembered he had his own work to do and and he quickly went back to the place where he left off.

It was clear to him that Dale took care of this garden with a lot of love and dedication, because the weeds he pulled out were almost too small to be called plants. After he finished with weeding, he took the bucket and sprinkled the water over the plants. Wrenlou had explained to him that he needed to sprinkle the water, because if he just doused the plants, the heat would scourge them and they would die. He glanced up again, at Wrenlou high up in the tree, and shuddered. He knew he would have never been able to do it.

"Okay," Wrenlou told himself as soon as he reached the top of the tree, "it will be okay. You're not going to fall. Just don't look down."

But the moment he had secured the rope, he looked down at the ground, seeing Hiccup as a small speck, on his knees next to one of the flowerbeds. Immediately, his heart was racing and his breath caught in his throat. He pressed his head against the rough stem of the tree and tried to even out his breathing before he pulled the saw from his belt.

While he severed the dead leaf from the tree, he kept muttering to himself, as some sort of reassurance. When the leaf finally broke free and fell to the ground, he sighed in relief. Only one to go and he could go down again. Of course, there were four more trees he had to climb...

When the second dead leaf fell to the ground, he descended as quickly as possible and when he reached the ground he was shaking. He stood for a moment, his hands on his knees while he was trying to get his racing heart to calm down.

"Okay," he mumbled softly, "one down, four to go. I got this... I can do this... man, I don't like this."

As soon as he secured himself to the top of the second tree, he glanced down again, again cursing himself for doing so. While he clenched onto the rope with his left hand, he shakily took the saw in his right again.

"Right... don't look down. Don't. Look. Down."

Hiccup stood up and stretched his painful legs. The kneeling position he had been in for the past few hours was starting to hurt. He stretched his back until he heard a slight _pop, _then he stood for a moment, unsure if the sound meant something good or bad. But when he moved, nothing started hurting, so he just assumed it wasn't bad. He picked up the bucket and walked over to the second last flower bed. This one looked like it hadn't had some attention in a while, and the weeds were bigger and more abundant.

As he sat down, the bucket next to him, he realized that he was happy, even if his hands were bleeding, his knees were hurting and the sun was burning on his back. He started humming softly while he carefully removed the weeds from the flowerbed. He did it without realizing it, like he had done countless times when working in the forge. He sat down, in the middle of the flower bed to dig up a bigger weed that refused to be pulled out, and started singing.

_Du kan om du vil_

_Ingen ka ta ditt valg_

_Bare plante tvil_

_Det er så mange veier å gå_

_Mange mål som kan nåes om du våger_

He sang softly, mostly to himself, singing a song he had sung countless times before. The gentle words in Norse felt familiar on his tongue, completely different from the language of Dragoncity, and a smile crept on his face.

_Vi har alle tvil_

_Spørsmål om valg_

_Er dette det du vil_

_Det er så mange hensyn å ta_

_Mange strenger som drar hver sin retning_

_Frykten for feiltri..._

"You have quite a good voice you know."

He jumped up, almost destroying the flowers in the process and he felt his face turn bright red as his eyes met Wrenlou's. He turned his gaze to the ground, fumbling with a plant he just pulled out.

"I..." he stuttered, "no, I... eh... I mean, I never... ehm... I can't really sing..."

"That's not what I just heard," Wrenlou said, lifting his chin, "it sounded really nice. A little sad, but really nice."

"Oh..." Hiccup mumbled, "thanks..."

"Teach me," Wrenlou said softly, and Hiccup's head shot up.

"What?"

"The words! Teach me!" Wrenlou laughed, "I liked it, come on. Please?"

Hiccup stared at Wrenlou for a while completely flabbergasted by what he had just said. He remembered how Gobber would have made some sort of snobby remark if he started singing, and the last time he had done it was a few months ago, when he was flying on Toothless.

"O... okay," he mumbled, "right now?"

"No, not right now. Later. Tonight maybe," Wrenlou crossed his arms, "how far are you?"

"Well," Hiccup said turning around to the flower beds, "I did those six over there, but the bucket's empty, so I have to water those four, and these right here."

"I have two more trees to go," Wrenlou said with a sigh and he blew a lock of hair from his face. It fell back in exactly the same place and he blew it away again. When it fell back again, he brushed it aside, "I'll get you some water so you can water the plants. How are your hands?"

Hiccup looked down on his hands. The bandages were streaked with dirt and plant sap and blood, but he realized it didn't hurt anymore. He shrugged.

"It doesn't hurt now," he said, "it did before, but not right now."

Wrenlou chuckled. "Do you know why?" when Hiccup shook his head he pointed to a patch with plants the boy had already weeded and watered, "remember that paste stuff I put on yesterday? It's made from those plants, by crushing the leaves with some water. They have very strong numbing abilities, just touching the leaf will help. You've been touching them a lot."

Hiccup looked from his hands to the plants, then back to Wrenlou, then he smiled. Wrenlou smiled back and walked over to the now empty bucket. After he had left the garden, Hiccup sat down on his knees again, still humming softly.

Wrenlou came back not only carrying the bucket of water, but also two flasks. He put the bucket down, then held one of the flasks out to Hiccup.

"Drink something. We've been working all day without stopping, we can't risk dehydration."

Hiccup took the flask with a mumbled thanks you, and gulped down the cool liquid within. The water was heavenly on his dry tongue, and before he realized it he had drank it all. He set the now empty flask down and stretched again while he went to water the plants. In the meantime Wrenlou collected the dead palm leaves from the ground, dragging them all to the same spot and just dumping them there.

"Right," he mumbled while he rubbed his hands together, "two more, and then we're done... okay..."

"Are you okay?" Hiccup's voice suddenly asked behind him, and he jumped up startled.

"Yes..." he said hesitantly, "I just don't like climbing the trees. I like gardening, but I don't like climbing the trees."

"I wish I could help," Hiccup said, "but..." he held out his hands and Wrenlou laughed.

"It's okay. You just keep doing what you're doing, you're doing a great job. I got this. I can do it."

While Wrenlou climbed the next tree, Hiccup went back to his flower bed. He started humming again. Softly singing the words of the song while he continued weeding the beds and watering the plants. He was enjoying it, and he smiled. He liked gardening. And he was sure he would like it even more if his hands weren't raw and bleeding. He shrugged it off, and moved to the last flowerbed, this one filled with red and blue flowers on long delicate stems.

His nimble hands stopped when he heard another voice and he turned around to look at Wrenlou. The boy was still on top of the tree, but now he was singing his own song, and Hiccup smiled while he listened for a while. It was a song on the language from Dragoncity, and he didn't understand all the words, but he could make out a few.

_I'll ride with the horses.__  
><em>_I'll swim trough the sea.__  
><em>_I'll climb to the mountain tops.__  
><em>_Won't you come follow me_

His smile widened as he listened silently to Wrenlou's deeper, warmer voice and he found himself trying to mimic the words. He started laughing when Wrenlou threw the palm leaf down, loudly proclaiming: "fly away!" before he started singing again.

_I'll fly away, fly away.  
>Fly away, fly away home.<br>I'll fly away, fly away.  
>Fly away, fly away home.<em>

Still listening to Wrenlou's voice he sat down again and continued pulling the little weeds from between the flower's thin stems. He was about halfway through when he heard a shriek. He jumped up, looking around and he saw Wrenlou next to the tree, holding his hand while swearing softly. He ran over to him.

"Wrenlou?" Are you okay?"

The boy nodded and flexed the fingers of his left hand. There was a long gash across all of his fingers and Hiccup gasped.

"Palm leaves are sharp," Wrenlou breathed, "don't worry, it looks worse than it is, promise."

"Are you sure?" Hiccup asked, "it looks pretty bad."

Wrenlou nodded, the started chuckling. "Do you think Dale had taken things like this into account?" he asked, and Hiccup shrugged.

"Right," Wrenlou sighed, "are you done?"

Hiccup nodded and lifted the bucket with weeds. "I just have to empty this."

Wrenlou nodded and took the palm leaves in his right hand, staying away from the sharp edges of the smaller leaves. Once they had discarded of all the plant waste, they walked back to the village again. By that time the sun had begun to set, and once they entered the plaza, they could hear the other dragon riders in the Hall. After a short glance at each other, they went the other way, towards the healers hut. There Wrenlou first took care of his own hand, as he had said the wounds were shallow, and after he had done that, he bandaged Hiccup's hands again.

"Wren?" Hiccup begun as he watched Wrenlou wrap his hands, "you're not a bad singer you know."

Wrenlou just smiled, his cheeks only slightly flushed. "Thanks," he mumbled, "I can teach you that song of you want."

"Sure," Hiccup said and he held up his other hand. "Wren?"

"What is it now?"

"Can you teach me now?" Hiccup asked.

Wrenlou sighed and shook his head. "I'm sorry. I would really like some sleep." Hiccup nodded in agreement. "Do you want to go to the Hall?" Wrenlou then asked softly.

Hiccup shook his head. "I'm not hungry," he lied and he knew that Wrenlou didn't believe him, but he didn't argue, "and I'm tired. I want to sleep."

"Me too," Wrenlou replied and he stood up, "come on then, we'll sneak into bed."

Hiccup nodded and walked over to his cabin. The only thing he took off were his boots, then he just fell down on the blanket and grunted. It may not seem like a lot of hard work, but a whole day in the garden had taken it's toll on his body. He could now feel every muscle ache and his back burned from the sun and the scar and he could feel fatigue pull on him from all sides. He didn't even realize that Toothless wasn't with him yet. He was so tired that he just closed his eyes, and fell asleep.
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_Songs used: Compass, Thomas Bergersen_

_Fly away home, Pink Zebra_

_**Compass lyrics:**_

_Du kan om du vil_

_Ingen ka ta ditt valg_

_Bare plante tvil_

_Det er så mange veier å gå_

_Mange mål som kan nåes om du våger_

_Vi har alle tvil_

_Spørsmål om valg_

_Er dette det du vil_

_Det er så mange hensyn å ta_

_Mange strenger som drar hver sin retning_

_Frykten for feiltrinn kan mørklegge al_

_Vi har alle tvil_

_Men det vakreste du har_

_Er et lys som skinner klart_

_Og det bor det inne I deg_

_Et kompass som lyser opp din natt_

_De vet ingenting_

_De har ingen svar_

_Det er det kun du som har_

_Det er så mange veier å gå_

_Mange mål som kan nåes om du våger_

_å tro på at du har det som skal til_

_Vi har alle tvil_

_Men de vakreste du har_

_Er et lys som skinner klart_

_Og det bor det inne I deg_

_Et kompass som lyser opp din natt (2x)_

_Compass translation:_

_You can if you want__  
><em>_No one can take away from you.__  
><em>_There are so many goals__  
><em>_many dreams that you wish will come true__  
><em>_believe that you have what it takes_

_But the most amazing thing__  
><em>_is the light that shines above__  
><em>_And will live inside your heart__  
><em>_A compass that lights up your night_

_We all have doubts__  
><em>_Questioning all our choices__  
><em>_Is that what you want__  
><em>_There are so many paths in your way__  
><em>_So many curves and turns line up ahead_

_But the most amazing thing__  
><em>_is the light that shines above__  
><em>_And that live inside your heart__  
><em>_A compass that lights up your night_

_**Fly Away Home, Pink Zebra **_

_I'll ride with the horses.__  
><em>_I'll swim trough the sea.__  
><em>_I'll climbe to the mountain tops.__  
><em>_Won't you come follow me__  
><em>_.__  
><em>_I'll take time to notice.__  
><em>_All that I see.__  
><em>_And after I've come so far.__  
><em>_You know where I'll be._

_I'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home.__  
><em>_I'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home._

_Live is a vision.__  
><em>_That's how it should be.__  
><em>_The world is a canvas.__  
><em>_And the choices are free._

_At the end of the journy.__  
><em>_Where all is complete.__  
><em>_They'll all wonder where__  
><em>_I've gone.__  
><em>_But you where I'll be._

_I'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home.__  
><em>_I'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home._

_Our dreams last forever.__  
><em>_For all that we know.__  
><em>_The roads come together.__  
><em>_And that's where we'll go._

_We'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home.__  
><em>_We'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home.__  
><em>_We'll fly away, fly away.__  
><em>_Fly away, fly away home._

_We'll fly away, fly away, fly away home._
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"Get up! Out! Hall, five minutes!"

Hiccup groaned as Dale left again, leaving the door open so that the early morning light shone into the small cabin. He sat up, rubbing his eyes as he tried to wake up from the deep sleep he had been in all night.

Toothless protested weakly when he slipped from the bed and pulled his boots closer. Since he was parted from the dragon during the day, Toothless wanted every last bit of his attention during the night, but often he fell asleep while he was scratching the dragon't chin, so Toothless demanded that he continued when they woke up.

"M'sorry bud," he mumbled and he leaned towards the dragon, resting his head against Toothless' side, "I wish I could stay... just five more minutes..."

"Come on!"

Hiccup grunted as he realized he had fallen asleep against Toothless's side and Wrenlou was now shaking him to wake up. He stood up and stretched, trying to wake up and he yawned widely. When he was about to leave he realized he was wearing only one boot, so he quickly ran back to put the other one on.

He ran after Wrenlou, Toothless following him closely. He couldn't blame the dragon. The only time they got to spend together this week was early mornings and late at night. Entering the Hall, he found Dale next to the table, his dragon at his side and his arms crossed.

"Alright. Here's the list," the man said matter-of-factly, "you know the drill. Be done by tonight, or don't expect dinner, got it?"

Wrenlou nodded while he took the scroll and Dale marched out of the Hall, his dragon ushering Toothless and Snowflake out. Hiccup sighed and rubbed his eyes again.

"I'm tired," he mumbled while he took the cup from the table, "I wanna sleep."

"Me too," Wrenlou said while he put the list down and took his own cup, holding it with shaking hands, "me too..."

They ate very little. Even with the hard work the last few days, and the fact that they hadn't eaten much in between tasks, they weren't very hungry. The exhaustion had taken their appetite, so they just drank the brew in the cup and then Wrenlou unfolded the list. There were a few things on there they had done before, like sweeping the Hall and washing the windows.

"Just start at the top? Hiccup asked and Wrenlou nodded.

"Just start at the top," he confirmed, "I'll get the brooms. We can start right here, in the Hall."

Hiccup nodded and sighed as Wrenlou left. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, exhaling slowly. He felt his body relax and drew a slow breath, almost allowing himself to be carried away by the arms of sleep.

A hand on his shoulder pulled him away from the waiting sleep and he groaned. He allowed Wrenlou to pull him to his feet and put a broom in his hands. Wrenlou smiled weakly.

"I'll start outside," he said suppressing a yawn, "why don't you start in here, and we can work towards each other."

"Okay," Hiccup mumbled, grabbing the broom with both his hands.

He was shaking on his legs, but using the walls and tables for support he was able to sweep the sand out. By that time Wrenlou was done as well and they met up in the Hall, to go to the next item on the list.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"I'm so tired," Hiccup complained while he dropped the logs, "my arms hurt."

"I know," Wrenlou said, and he yawned, "I'm tired too. But only two more days, then we'll be done."

Hiccup nodded and rubbed his eyes. The last five days Dale had woken them early, every day forcing them to get up before sunrise, and every day he had given them so much work that they had been busy till nightfall, hardly getting the chance to rest or eat. And after five days, it was beginning to take its toll. He was incredibly tired, exhausted almost, and his arms hurt whenever he tried to lift something. His legs felt like they were rusted and would hardly move, and he could swear that someone had replaced his brain with sawdust.

Just one look at Wrenlou told him he wasn't the only one that was dead tired. Wrenlou looked just as bad as he felt, with dark circles under his eyes, and he was struggling to stay awake. He was trying to encourage Hiccup, telling him that they would be able to do it, but he was so tired himself he hardly believed that anymore.

The logs were almost to heavy to lift and he stumbled into the Hall, dropping them as soon as he had the chance. He just stood there, swaying lightly on his feet, when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

"Come on," Wrenlou said, "we can do it."

But Hiccup shook his head. His legs were unwilling to go on, his head was feeling even stuffier, and just the thought of his bed made his eyes drop...

Someone shook him, calling his name and he opened his eyes, blinking at the light. He was staring into Wrenlou's eyes, the boy holding him at his shoulders.

"Come on," Wrenlou said again, "we can do this."

He nodded, his head falling to his chest again, but he shook the sleep that pulled him from all sides and turned around. The moment he took a step, his legs disappeared from under him and he fell, hitting the ground face first. He was barely aware that Wrenlou was shaking him again, trying to get him to wake up. He hardly felt how Wrenlou pulled him to his feet, half carrying and half dragging him to his cabin. The only thing he did realize was that he was suddenly in his bed and he closed his eyes with a happy sigh. Sleep was all he needed.

Wrenlou closed the door behind him. The moment he had seen Hiccup go down, he knew that the boy couldn't go on any longer. The problem was, neither could he. He could feel how exhaustion was getting to him, how his legs were shaking with every step. It was getting harder and harder to keep his eyes open.

He made it to the Hall, where he sat down for a moment, his head resting on his hands. He could feel his consciousness waning and he shook his head, trying to stay away and drive the sleep away. He figured that the best way to stay awake was to stay active, so he grabbed the list from the table and stumbled out of the door. On the plaza, he suddenly stopped walking, his legs feeling too heavy to lift. His head was spinning and when he tried to take another step, his legs couldn't carry him anymore and he fell, just as Hiccup had.

His arms were shaking when he tried to get up, and he lacked the strength to push himself from the ground. He grunted and started crawling towards the well, so he could use that to pull himself up. But only a few feet from where he fell, his energy reserve had been completely depleted, and he couldn't find the strength to go on. He rested his head on the ground, not even caring if he was laying in the middle of the plaza, he didn't have the strength to change that anyway, and closed his eyes.

0-0-0-0-0-0

The dragon riders were walking back from the beach, mainly because they were tired from the long day of flight exercise and wanted to give the dragons some rest. Both Toothless and Snowflake were trailing some distance behind them, and if dragons could pout, that was the expression that would have been on their faces. They refused to fly without their riders, and Toothless couldn't even fly without Hiccup, so they just lay curled around each other all day, doing their best to ignore everything Dale said, and if possible, do the exact opposite.

Dale sighed as he ran a hand through his hair. If he was honest, he missed Wrenlou and Hiccup during training. The two had become inseparable in just a few short weeks, and they would always find a way to make training more fun. He looked back at the other students, chatting with each other over that day's training. He knew Broghan thought he was being to harsh on them, that he shouldn't let them clean around the village all day, but considering the alternatives, he had been mild.

He turned back to the plaza and promptly froze. He stood still so suddenly that Broghan bumped into him.

"Dale, what..." Broghan started, but then he too froze.

Before any of the other riders could say something, Dale rushed forward, falling to his knees next to Wrenlou and pulling him in his arms. Broghan knelt on his other side.

"Is he okay? Did something happen? Dale?"

"I don't know..." Dale mumbled, while he placed two fingers against Wrenlou's neck. His heart was still beating strong, but his face was pale. He gently tapped the boy's cheek, but got no response. He shook him, tapping his cheek a little harder, calling his name. Wrenlou groaned, and opened his eyes, staring up at Dale.

"Wrenlou, what happened?" the man asked worriedly, "are you hurt? Where's Hiccup?"

"M'so tired..." Wrenlou mumbled and his eyes slid closed, "lemme sleep..."

But Dale shook him awake again. "Where's Hiccup?" he urged, "Wrenlou, where's Hiccup?"

"Sleeping..."Wrenlou mumbled, then his body went limp and his head fell back.

"Is he okay?" Broghan asked worriedly.

"He's just exhausted I think," Dale said adjusting Wrenlou's head on his shoulder so that he could lift him, "go see if Hiccup is in his bed, and let Toothless into the room."

"Where are you going?"

"I'm going to put him in bed," Dale nodded to Wrenlou, "come to the Hall, okay?"

Broghan nodded, even if he was worried abut his brother he recognized Dale's authority and judgement. He gestured Toothless to follow him, while Snowflake walked so close behind Dale and Wrenlou it seemed she wanted to disappear into them.

He opened the door with his foot, balancing on one leg with a sleeping boy in his arms. Snowflake dashed into the room and wailed softly while he put her rider in bed, pulling the blanket around hi after he had taken of his boots. Wrenlou mumbled and turned away from him, curling into a ball.

"Alright," he mumbled while he tucked the blanket around Wrenlou, "why don't you just sleep for a while. You've earned it." He stood up, straightening his back. "Both of you have. Watch over him Snowflake."

The dragon huffed, as if she was trying to say "of course!" Dale smiled a little when he closed the door and quickly walked towards the Hall.

"Hiccup's in his bed, sleeping soundly," Broghan said as soon as he entered, "this is your fault you know. You made them work without time for breaks, and without time for proper rest."

Dale just shot him a glare, "I will not defend my choices to you Broghan. They broke the rules, I couldn't let it go. And besides," he turned around and jabbed a finger at the young man, "I could have told the Council. In my opinion I've been mild to them. Now you can stand here and question my decisions, or you can get something to eat, and then go to your brother. That's your choice."

With that, he turned around, leaning on the table. He took a deep breath as he pulled the list he had made for Hiccup and Wrenlou from his pocket. It had never been his intent to let them work to the point of exhaustion, and he had been worried when he had seen Wrenlou just lying on the ground.

After he had eaten, he stepped outside, watching the moon in the sky. It was clear to him that he couldn't wake the boys tomorrow morning and put them back to work. If he did that, worse things then collapsing from exhaustion may happen. No, he had to let them sleep, and think of something else to fill the last two days with. He decided to sleep on it. He was pretty tired himself after the long day, and he knew that this was a complicated matter he couldn't decide on now. He called his dragon and went to his cabin. When he closed the door behind him, he felt a small stab of guilt. Broghan had been right. It was his fault that Hiccup and Wrenlou pushed themselves over their limits. But then again, had they not broken the law?

He closed his eyes, the warmth of Starstruck seeping through the blanket, but he was unable to shake the image of Wrenlou laying on the ground. He did not sleep easy that night.
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He inhaled deeply, the sleep still clouding his mind as he vaguely registered something laying on his legs. He groaned and felt a scaly nose press into his cheek, followed by a soft croon.

"Mm, Toothless..." he muttered, half asleep as he turned away from the dragon and pulled the blanket around his shoulders.

Toothless crooned again and walked around the bed, pressing his nose against his chest before he started licking his hair. Hiccup groaned again and weakly swatted the dragon away. Toothless grunted, then trotted around the bed again and gently pushed against his back. Hiccup let out a long moan, followed by a sigh and he turned to the dragon again, opening his eyes and blinking against the light.

"Hey bud. Yes, I'm awake now. No, stop it. Toothless... GAH!" he shrieked when the dragon started licking his face, "Toothless! No! I'm awake! I'm awake..."

Toothless sat back and cocked his head, staring at him with big green eyes. Hiccup stared back, still laying on his side. He sighed as he stared at the dragon's expectant face and sat up, rubbing his eyes. He sat like that for a while, all trace of exhaustion gone and he felt more rested than he had felt in days. Toothless came up to him again, crooning softly. Hiccup flinched a little, but Toothless rested his head on Hiccup's legs, purring softly. This made the boy smile, and he rubbed the scaly nose of his best friend.

"You have to get off my legs if you want me to get up bud," he said softly, but Toothless didn't move, "oh so that's how it is. You woke me up so I can pay attention to you huh. Well, if that's the case, I'm going back to sleep."

He curled under the covers again, even if he wasn't sleepy at all and he heard Toothless wail loudly. He chuckled, but suddenly bolted upright, coughing and gasping for air with his hands around his stomach.

"Toothless!" he coughed and he glared at the dragon.

Toothless crooned again and nudged his shoulder, as if he hadn't just jumped on Hiccup's stomach. The boy sighed and wrapped his arms around the dragon again.

"It's alright bud, I'm okay. Now, let me get dressed. Come on, move."

Toothless wailed again and put his head on Hiccup's chest, pinning the boy to the bed. Then he huffed and closed his eyes. Hiccup pushed against the dragon's head, but Toothless didn't move.

"Toothless! Come on! Let me get dressed! Do you want me to walk around half naked all day? I'll get sunburned, you know that!"

The dragon just let out a long purr, but didn't move his head.

"Tooth... less!" Hiccup shrieked as he pushed against the dragon, "come on! Let me get up!"

Finally, Toothless opened his eyes and pulled his head from Hiccup's chest. The boy lay panting for a moment, before he scowled at the dragon and slid out of the bed. His bare feet patted against the wooden floor as he walked to the closet to get a clean tunic and a fresh pair of pants. After he changed into the new clothes, he turned to Toothless.

"Alright bud, come on then."

He spread his arms and the dragon jumped on the bed before launching at Hiccup. Throwing the covers and the pillow on the ground with his happy pounce, Toothless pinned Hiccup to the ground and started licking his face vigorously.

"Toothless! Not that! Get off me!"

A loud rumble escaped the dragon's throat as he sat back, curling his tail around his paws and cocking his head. Hiccup glared at him while he rubbed the saliva from his face. Then he sighed and opened the door.

"Come on bud. Let's see if Dale..." he stopped, suddenly realizing that Dale hadn't woken him, as he had every morning, "oh... do you think we're in trouble?"

Toothless huffed and pushed him out of the door. He stumbled a few steps, but then regained his balance and straightened his back.

"Come on Toothless, let's see if Wrenlou is awake yet."

He walked over to Wrenlou's cabin, Toothless in close pursuit, and softly knocked on the door. When there was no response, he knocked again, a little harder. When that elicited no response, he opened the door and stepped inside. He stopped, staying in the doorway as he stared at the bed. He had never seen Wrenlou asleep before, as he was usually the first one awake. Now though, he was looking at Wrenlou's sleeping form, the boy curled up so that just his hair was visible above the blanket. Snowflake lay curled up at Wrenlou's feet, her head resting on his legs as she too was still asleep.

Carefully, he walked forwards and Snowflake stirred. She didn't wake up just yet, but her movement woke Wrenlou and he groaned while he turned to his other side, pulling his legs free from the dragon. Not knowing what to do, Hiccup stood idle for a moment, then he walked to the bed and sat down on the edge. He extended a hand and gently shook Wrenlou's shoulder. The boy groaned and pulled his pillow over his head.

"Five more minutes..." he mumbled, his voice muffled by the pillow, "go away..."

Hiccup chuckled and shook a little harder, causing Wrenlou to grunt in annoyance. He kept shaking his shoulder until Wrenlou pulled his head from under the pillow and turned to face him. His eyes were a bit unfocused at first, but when they focused and met Hiccup's, he smiled.

"What time is it," he muttered, his voice a little harsh from the sleep.

Hiccup shrugged. "I don't know. Dale let us sleep though, is that bad."

Wrenlou pushed himself up until he was in a sitting position and rubbed his hands over his face. "I don't know. I'm not tired anymore though."

"Me neither," Hiccup nodded, "I slept like a baby!"

"Yeah, after you collapsed and I had to drag you to bed," Wrenlou chuckled, but his expression grew serious when he saw Hiccup's face. "Dale had to drag me to bed."

"Really?" Hiccup asked and Wrenlou nodded.

"I collapsed not long after you. I was just so tired, my legs felt like they were made from metal or something, so heavy."

Hiccup nodded at Wrenlou's words. "Yeah, that's how I felt."

Wrenlou sighed and slipped out of bed, going to get a tunic. Hiccup stared at his back while he was trying to get his arms through the sleeves so that he could slip it over his head and when he had pulled the fabric down over his smooth skin, he turned to Hiccup.

"Come on, let's go to the Hall and see what Dale has planned for us today."

Hiccup nodded and stood up. Wrenlou went over to Snowflake to wake the white Fury, but the dragon groaned and curled up on the floor. When Wrenlou shook her again, she put her head under her wing and did her best to ignore him. Wrenlou sighed.

"Fine. No fish for you then."

In an instant Snowflake was on her feet, wailing loudly as she nudged Wrenlou's shoulder and pushed her nose against his chest. He laughed and scratched her chin, then led her to the door.

"Come on, let's go to the Hall."

As they were walking to the Hall, Snowflake and Toothless ran around, chasing each other and trying to catch each other tails. When they entered the Hall, they found it empty except for Dale, who looked up when they entered. He gestured the over when they hesitated, and pushed a bowl of soup in their direction when they sat down.

They ate silently, avoiding Dale's gaze as he watched them eat, the dragons still running around and chasing each other. Dale eventually stood up to bring them a basket of fish and with that they finally settled down. Dale sighed when the boys finished eating and cast a glance and both of them.

"Alright," he said while he sat back and crossed his arms, "there are a few things I have to say to you. And I want you to listen _very _carefully, do you understand that?"

Both boys nodded and Dale sighed.

"Okay. First of all I want to say that I never meant to let you work so hard that you completely exhausted yourself. But do you understand why I did it? Do you understand why I couldn't just let it go?"

When they nodded he continued: "I am responsible for you, for your life, your safety and that of your dragons. If something were to happed to you, to either of you, not only will I feel incredibly guilty for failing to protect you, I will also be the one to tell the Council. What would your father say, Wrenlou, when I have to tell him that his son was attacked by a wild Night Fury because he invaded their territory? How do you think that would be for me, if I had to face him, and tell him his son lost a limb, or worse, in front of all the other Council members? And what would Broghan have thought if he had found out what you did?"

Wrenlou swallowed hard and turned his gaze to the table, plucking at a knot in the wood.

"And Hiccup, you may not have any family here, but I am still responsible for your safety. If you were to get hurt, what would happed to Toothless? What would happen with you if he had died? You can't stay here without a dragon."

"I... I'm sorry..." Hiccup mumbled and tears filled his eyes.

Dale's eyes grew softer and he stood up, walking around the table until he was behind the boys. Then he put a hand on their shoulders, his left on Hiccup's and his right on Wrenlou's, and they looked up, staring back at him.

"I care for you. _Both_ of you," Dale said, emphasizing the word both, "and I was worried sick about you when you didn't come back. And when you said you'd been to the Cove... I could have lost you. You could have died. And as I said, it would have been my task to tell the Council that you were dead. I can't do that. I can't walk in there, look them in the eye and tell them that two of my students and their dragons were dead because they invaded the territory of the wild Night Furies, and the dragons murdered them. Even less because your father is in the Council." He looked at Wrenlou.

Hiccup sniffed, a tear slipping down his cheek, and Dale took his face in his hands, gently wiping it away with his thumb.

"I'm sorry," Hiccup mumbled and he sobbed, "I didn't think..."

"It's okay," Dale hushed him, "you are safe. You both are. That doesn't mean that I wasn't angry, or worried. Because I was. And I was so relieved when you came back safely. Here, drink something."

He handed Hiccup a cup of water and the boy accepted it gratefully. He drank eagerly and then wiped his tears on his sleeve. After that he looked up at Dale again. The man took a deep breath.

"I have decided that you won't have to work today, or tomorrow. Get the rest you need. You still aren't allowed to fly, that stays for the remainder of this week, but I think I can trust you with the dragons?"

Hiccup nodded, twirling the cup around in his hands, then he suddenly wrapped his arms around Dale's waist and pressed his head against the man's chest. Dale went down on one knee, taking Hiccup in his arms as the boy cried softly.

"I'm sorry," Hiccup sobbed, "it was my idea, and it was stupid, and it's my fault..."

"Hey," Dale said, gently lifting his chin with his finger, "it was stupid, yes, but you didn't get hurt. That's what counts. You're safe, Toothless is safe, Wrenlou and Snowflake are safe. And I don't blame you for being curious, there's nothing wrong with wanting to learn and the need to know, you just have to find a way that doesn't put you and others in danger, do you understand that?"

Hiccup nodded and Dale dried his tears, then he stood up again and turned to Wrenlou.

"And you should have known better. You know the rules, you know the laws, and you went ahead and broke them. You're lucky no one got hurt."

"I know," Wrenlou mumbled while he fumbled with the bandage around his hand.

Dale smiled weakly and took his hands, stroking the bandage carefully. "I'm not mad at you Wrenlou. I was, I'll admit that, but I'm not anymore. I was worried about you, I was worried sick. I didn't know where you'd gone, we searched everywhere and couldn't find you. I thought something had happened and it scared me. Hey, look at me. Both of you, look at me."

Still kneeling on the ground, Dale looked from Hiccup to Wrenlou, then back to Hiccup.

"Don't go back to Crystal Cove," he said, "promise me you'll never put your life in danger like that again, promise me. Please, promise me."

Wrenlou looked up, his eyes shining with tears. "I promise. I'm sorry. I'm really sorry..."

"It's okay," Dale whispered and he pulled both boys in an embrace, "just, never scare me like that again, okay?"

They nodded and he let them go, standing up and straighting his clothes. "Alright. As I said, no flying today, or tomorrow. Just rest some, and stay out of trouble and away from the Cove, please."

They nodded again and after a quick ruffle over their heads, Dale left. Hiccup sighed and wiped the remaining tears from his face. Then he turned to Wrenlou. The boy was drying the tears from his eyes and smiled when his gaze met Hiccup's.

"I'm sorry," he mumbled while he used his sleeve to dry his cheeks, "I never meant to..."

"To what?" Hiccup asked, "to get us in trouble? That was my fault you know. I pushed you to bring me there."

"That's okay. I could have said no. I didn't. I let my own curiosity cloud my judgement. I'm just as guilty as you are. I just never really thought about the fact that he has to tell the Council if something happens..."

He cut off, sniffing hard and Snowflake came up to him, crooning softly. Wrenlou took a deep breath and blew it out slowly, then he turned to Hiccup.

"Let's just not think about that, okay? Come on, let's go to the beach and do nothing all day."

Hiccup smiled and he nodded. After five days of practically working himself to death, a few days of absolutely nothing seemed like a blessing he never expected. He followed Wrenlou outside, Toothless bouncing behind him and breathed in the clear air of the afternoon. They had woken up late, and the day was almost over, but that didn't stop them from going down to Wrenlou's secret beach. There they sat until the sun went down, their feet in the clear water.
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"... 18... 19... 20!"

Lifting his head from Toothless' neck, Hiccup looked around. He had just been introduced to a whole new version of hide and seek. The dragon version. Which meant it was played in the sky, on dragon back, and the only rule was not to land. Meaning that everyone was hiding in the clouds surrounding him and Toothless.

Wrenlou was the best at this game, but only because Snowflake's white colour blended in with the clouds far better than the black scales of the other Night Furies, and he knew he would most likely find him last.

"Do you see them bud? Do you know where they are?"

Toothless huffed and shook his head, so Hiccup looked around, to try and find the places where the clouds were the thickest, knowing that that's where the other would hide. Pulling the saddle, he steered Toothless up higher to get a better look. He knew that the moment he spotted one of the dragon riders, it would end up in a chase until he had been able to physically touch them or the dragon. So the game was really a mix between hide and seek and tag.

He enjoyed it. He enjoyed it tremendously so far. Since Toothless was the oldest, he was also the fastest despite his missing tailfin, and he knew the dragon loved the chase that followed when they were discovered, holding back just enough to let their chaser think he had them, only to speed away from them again.

He sighed and steered Toothless left, flying over the incredible fluffy looking clouds that surrounded him. He bit his lip in concentration. Since the game was basically without rules it was hard, as it meant that the riders could move freely, as long as they didn't land. When they had started, he had thought that there wasn't a whole lot to it, he figured that there weren't many places to hide up in the sky, but he had been proven wrong. It had been a lot harder then it originally sounded, and the clouds provided plenty of cover for six dragons and their riders.

Toothless hovered in one place, his wings ripping through the clouds and sending bits of fluff spiraling around them. Hiccup sighed and was about to move on, when he spotted a black shadow in the cloud beneath him and he grinned. With one swift motion Toothless folded his wings against his sides and ducked down, Hiccup adjusting the fin as he did so. The black shadow noticed them just in time, and Leila and Sephina burst out of the clouds, the dragon beating her wings furiously to get away from Toothless and Hiccup.

Sephina shot up, forcing Hiccup and Toothless to make a tight U-turn to follow them and by the time they had turned the girl and her dragon had disappeared again. Hiccup grunted and uttered a curse under his breath, but then he saw them flying above him and his smirk returned.

"Come on bud, let's go get them!"

Toothless roared and they sped towards the black speck, that turned around and fled from them as soon as they got close. This time he was determined not to lose them and he leaned forward over Toothless' neck. He changed the position of the tailfin and Toothless sped up, nearing the girl and her dragon.

Leila looked back and screeched when she saw them on her tail, and she urged Sephina to go faster. The Night Fury roared and sped up a little, but she was already pushing the speed to it's limits. Hiccup held Toothless back just a little, so that Leila thought she had the victory, but then he sped up again until he was close to her again.

Hanging at the saddle, he reached out to her, Toothless copying the movements of her dragon easily until Hiccup was able to put his hand on Leila's shoulder. His shout of triumph was her scream of defeat, and she pulled Sephina to a halt.

"Well, you go me," she said with a sigh, "well done Hiccup."

"Thanks," Hiccup grinned, "now let's find the others!"

She smiled at his enthusiasm, and followed him when he steered Toothless back to the cloud formation the dragon riders were hiding in. He simply dove in this time, the water droplets clinging to his clothes, hair and eyelashes, but this tactic paid off as well. It wasn't long before he spotted Sharon. Or was it Susan? After four months, he still didn't know.

The girl fled from him, just as Leila had done, so he chased her, Toothless roaring loudly as he sped up after the dragon. Hiccup determined that it had to be Susan, because Susan's dragon was nearly as fast as Toothless, and the one he was chasing was really matching his own dragons speed.

He narrowed his eyes and leaned forward, Toothless understood his silent gesture and sped up, pulling his legs tighter to his stomach. Susan glanced back and her dragon sped up as well, so both dragons were racing through the clouds.

Toothless neared Susan and Skygazer, Toothless pushing the limits of his speed, when Hiccup suddenly pulled the dragon upwards into the clouds. When Susan looked back, she frowned when she couldn't see him anymore. Then, with a deafening roar, Toothless shot out of the clouds in front of her, flying upside down and they shot towards her. Her eyes widened in surprise as Hiccup came came towards her, lightning fast and hanging under the dragon, one hand clenched around the saddle, the other stretched out to her. She was too surprised to dodge and Hiccup hit her shoulder, a little harder then he meant to, screaming a loud: "Gotcha!"

He pulled Toothless into a tight arc and turned back to the girl, smiling widely. Susan nodded as she petted Skygazer's head.

"Nice move!" she said and she gave him a thumbs up, "Dale will kill you if he finds out."

Hiccup shrugged, smiling sheepishly now. "Well... I think it's fair to say I'm at a higher level when it comes to flying. Toothless and I started flying before you, and we had a lot of time to try things. When it comes to sword fighting however..."

"You've improved greatly the last few months," Leila said, pulling her dragon to a stop, "now, are we gonna stay here all day, or are we going to find the others?"

"Let's find the others," Hiccup said, moving to change the tailfin.

"You'll never find Wrenlou," Susan said, "seriously, that boy has the greatest advantage ever in this game. It's almost unfair! We should make it new game. Whoever finds the White Fury, wins!"

"Let's just focus on the current game, shall we?" Leila said, "alright Hiccup, where do we go?"

Hiccup pointed to a dense cloud formation above them. "Right there. That looks like it can house a few dragon riders."

Leila smiled. "Well, let's go them!"

it wasn't long before they found Sharon in the clouds Hiccup had pointed to, and after a short chase, he was also able to catch her. She sighed, but joined the other two girls in the search for Broghan and Wrenlou. Because he knew he wouldn't find Wrenlou that easily, Hiccup focused on finding Broghan first, and after what seemed to be an hour long search they finally spotted him flying into a cloud. Hiccup steered Toothless after the boy as silently as he could and hovered above him, watching Broghan look around, then sit back in the saddle, thinking he was safe. That's when he attacked.

Toothless folded his wings to his sides, almost falling out of the sky and towards Broghan and Moonchaser. Toothless screeched at the last moment, and thats when Broghan finally noticed them. His eyes widened and he tried to run, but Hiccup was too close. His hand hit Broghan's knee when they plummeted past him towards the ground. Just above the water Toothless stopped the fall by opening his wings and making a tight turn back to the sky, water spraying up behind them.

"You enjoy this, don't you?" Broghan asked smiling as soon as Hiccup joined him and the girls.

Hiccup nodded, his auburn hair flying around his head and his smile grew bigger. "Yes! It's amazing!"

"And you're good at it," Leila said, "now let's get Wrenlou..."

"We should make a plan," Broghan said.

Hiccup frowned. "Am I not supposed to get him myself?"

"Weeeelll," Susan said, stretching the word, "you'll never find him on your own. We always team up against him. He never likes it though."

Hiccup smiled a little. "It just doesn't seem fair," he said hesitantly, "I mean, it's not his fault that Snowflake is white, is it?"

"Secretly he enjoys it," Leila said, putting her hand on Hiccup's shoulder, "I'm sure of it. Every one loves a good chase. Now, what is your plan?"

"I... I don't know," Hiccup stuttered, "I never thought about that."

"We'll just follow our old plan," Broghan said, "alright, here's how it goes..."

0-0-0-0-0-0

Hiccup bit his lip as he scanned the clouds below. He still didn't like the idea of teaming up against his best friend, going five against one, but Broghan had assured him that that was what they always did, and that Wrenlou would be expecting it. But they still couldn't find him, and they had been looking for what felt like hours. He yelped when something shot past him, and his heart leapt in his throat when he saw Snowflake diving towards the ocean, Leila hot on her tail.

"Come on bud, let's get him!"

He dove after Leila, catching up with her quickly and he exchanged a glance with her. She nodded and held her dragon back, Sephina slowing to a near halt, then she turned and shot up in the sky. Hiccup watched her a moment, then he turned his full focus on Wrenlou.

Toothless may be faster, but Snowflake was smaller, therefor more agile and therefor able to make tighter turns, an ability she used to her advantage and they had to turn a lot. Just when he thought he was getting close, Snowflake suddenly came to a stop, dropping to the ocean and they shot over her. By the time they had turned she was climbing again, aiming for the fluffiest, whitest cloud around.

"Come on bud, can't let him get away!"

Hiccup urged Toothless faster and the dragon growled softly. Only now did Hiccup realize that the game was much more then a game. It was training. Training in chasing, in finding hidden enemies, training in how to avoid them, and how to work together to find them. He smiled at this realization and bent down over Toothless' neck.

Just before Wrenlou reached the cloud, Broghan burst down from it, nearly knocking Wrenlou off the dragon. When he turned, he found Leila, Sharon, Susan and Hiccup all approaching him at high speed.

"Oh come on!" he yelled and Hiccup felt a little guilty for agreeing with the plan.

Snowflake screeched and ducked down, nearly causing Sharon and Susan to run into each other. They were able to avoid each other at the last moment, then they all chased after Wrenlou. The boy glanced back once, and his face grew grim.

"Fine..." he muttered and Hiccup, who was closest to him was the only one that heard him, "if that's how you want it..."

Snowflake folded her wings to her side and dove towards the ocean. Toothless followed suit, the other riders stayed up in the air. As they came closer and closer to the ocean, Hiccup felt a slight panic crawl into his heart. Wrenlou seemed determined to dive into the ocean! But the white dragon leveled out just above the water, the mist of salty droplets spraying Hiccup's face. Instead of shooting back up again, Snowflake stayed above the water, the tips of her wings grazing the surface with every beat. They chased him like that for a while, Snowflake twisting and turning, Toothless not quite pushing the limits of his speed, and Hiccup started giggling. Wrenlou was toying with him, and he enjoyed it.

The game came to an abrupt stop when Wrenlou had shot up again, and Leila had tried to cut him off. Snowflake shrieked, trying to dodge the girl and her dragon, but somehow she got tangled in her own wings and tail, and lost all control. She fell towards the ocean, writhing to get free and open her wings again. Wrenlou clung to her back, screaming when he saw the water getting closer.

"Wrenlou!" Broghan yelled, diving after his brother.

The other dragon riders soon followed, Leila with tears in her eyes as she watched the white dragons struggle. Snowflake was able to open her wings just above the water and she flew in a straight line towards the island, landing on the beach. Wrenlou stumbled from her back, taking a few paces before he collapsed, falling to the sand.

"Wrenlou!"

Broghan jumped off Moonchaser's back before she even touched the sand and ran towards Wrenlou, who was already trying to get up again. Hiccup landed next to Snowflake, the white dragon visibly shaking as she smoothed her wings and tail.

"I'm okay..." Wrenlou mumbled, but he was shaking as he leaned against Broghan for support.

"I'm so sorry!" Leila shouted as she came running, "I didn't mean to! I'm so sorry..."

"It's okay," Wrenlou said, brushing the sand off his clothes with shaking hands, "I'm alive..."

"Yes," Broghan said and he hugged his brother, holding him close, "and you almost weren't."

"Thanks... for that image... just what I needed." Wrenlou's voice was dripping whit sarcasm, and Hiccup smiled a little.

"I guess the game is over?" he asked, a little sad that it had ended like this.

Broghan nodded. "But don't be sad. There's another day tomorrow. We can always play again."

"No thanks," Wrenlou said while he straightened his back, "I'm not playing if you try to kill me, thank you very much."

"I told you I was sorry!"

"And I forgive you. This time."

Leila crossed her arms, pouting as she watched Wrenlou walk over to Snowflake. He hugged the dragon, wrapping his arms around her neck and for a while no one said anything. Then Broghan cleared his throat.

"Come on. Let's go to the Hall, get something to eat."

They nodded and started making their way down the beach. Hiccup walked next to Wrenlou, sometimes shooting a worried glance at his friend. He was still shaking, paler than he had ever seen him, but he was almost afraid to ask how he was doing.

"You had fun, right?"

The sound of Wrenlou's voice startled him and he looked up. Wrenlou was looking at him, his eyes sparkling, and Hiccup nodded.

"I did!" he exclaimed happily, "that was the best game I played in years! Of course, the majority of the games off Berk involve snow... so I guess we can't play them here. Unless you want to have a... sandball fight? That doesn't sound like fun..."

Wrenlou started laughing despite the fact that he was still shaking. "A sandball fight? The tropical version of a snowball fight? Yeah... I don't think so."

Hiccup chuckled slightly and looked up when the twins joined them.

"So Wrenlou," Sharon started, "we've been thinking. We should make a new game, called Catch the White Fury..."

"Let me guess," Wrenlou said, crossing his arms, "every one chases me and Snowflake in an attempt to catch us first."

"Yeah," Sharon nodded, "it will be fun!"

"It will result in another chase like that, and I'll end up dead one day," Wrenlou said, a slight condescending tone in his voice, "so no thank you. One near crash was enough. I don't need the next one to be real. I really don't want to die, okay?"

"Oh come on!" Susan chimed in, "we'll be careful! It will be fun, promise!"

"No!" Wrenlou said, his voice firm, "as long as I live, there will be no Catch the White Fury! Ever!"

Hiccup smiled while he eyed Wrenlou. His face was determined, he had his arms crossed, but there was a twinkle in his eyes that showed that he was considering the idea. Maybe, one day, they would play Catch the White Fury. One day, when they were better dragon riders.
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His head was pounding, and his eyes were so heavy that he couldn't get them open. He tried, but no matter how hard he tried, his eyelids wouldn't budge. He heard a door open, then close again and someone sat down next to him. He kept still when he felt how slender fingers unwrapped a bandage from his head he hadn't felt earlier, and something cold was pressed against his temple.

He groaned a little and someone hushed him, a voice that sounded familiar in the back of his aching head, yet somehow sounded like he had never heard it before. The man kept pressing the cold cloth against his temple for a while, then pulled it away again. His head was turned to the side, but he had no strength to turn it back, so he just lay still.

The fingers darted over his head, gently pressing down on his temple and he groaned again. The slight pressure made pain explode in his head. His head was bandaged again and then the man left, leaving him laying in the bed, slowly waking from unconsciousness.

He could now feel the blanket that covered him, the thin fabric warm around his bare chest. He felt how his arms were resting on his chest and he could feel his own heartbeat against his palm. When he tried to move, he found that his left arm was in tight wrappings, and he didn't need anyone telling him that he broke it. That combined with the bandage around his head was a clear indication that something had happened. The problem was, he didn't quite remember what.

He inhaled deeply, trying to get more oxygen in his blood so that his head would clear faster, but all he succeeded in doing was aggravating the headache that throbbed in his head.

He gave up on trying to get his eyes open, instead he just lay listening to the sounds around him. He could hear waves crashing on the shore, somewhere in the distance, creaking of wood a little closer. There were voices outside what he believed to be the door, but they were muffled and he couldn't understand them. The screech of a bird pierced the air, shortly and sharply, and he winced. The sound seemed to drive needles in his head, which already felt like it would explode.

He felt sleep come over him, and he exhaled slowly. If he slept, maybe his head would be clearer when he woke up again, and maybe he would be able to open his eyes. He relaxed, his body going limp as the sleep took him, and his head fell to the side. He was oblivious to the boy that sat next to the bed, watching him with sorrowful eyes, a black shape curled in the corner, two sparkling green eyes fixed on his still, sleeping form.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"How is he?" Dale asked softly, and the healer sighed, looking back at the cabin.

"He's seems stable for now. I don't believe his skull is fractured, but it is best to keep his head bandaged for a while, just to be sure. The wound was still bleeding a little when I just changed the bandage, but that is normal. Nothing to worry about. His arm is broken, as well as his hand, but I believe that will heal nicely with the proper care. What exactly happened?"

Dale sighed, running a hand through his hair. "There was an accident during flight training," he said softly, "somehow... something went wrong, and then he and the dragon went down. It seemed like he got crushed under the dragon, and when I got to him, he was unconscious, bleeding from that head wound."

The healer nodded. "In any case, I believe that you can take care of him with the help of your other students. Should anything change, anything at all, you can send for me again. Don't hesitate to do so, please."

"I won't. Thank you," Dale said as he escorted the healer back to the mans waiting dragon on the beach.

The man mounted the dragon, then turned to the other dragon rider. "It's what I'm here for, isn't it?"

With that, the Night Fury spread her wings and carried her rider up into the sky and back to Dragoncity. When the two were no more then a mere speck in the sky, he turned to the cabin where his injured student lay unconscious. Snowflake was curled outside, her head under her wing, but she looked up when he approached her. He gently stroke her iridescent white scales.

"It will be alright, you'll see," he murmured softly, "he will be okay."

The dragon crooned softly, then curled up again and Dale turned to the other dragon riders. They were standing in a semi circle around him, their dragons at their sides, and he took a deep breath before he spoke.

But the moment he opened his mouth, he found that he couldn't utter the words. Once again he saw how boy and dragon lost control and plummeted towards the earth, unable to stop the fall, the dragon's wings flailing to regain control, the small figure screaming as he was flung from the dragon's back. Once again he heard the cracking sound of breaking bones as dragon and rider hit the ground, the dragon practically rolling over the boy due to the momentum of the fall, and he sank to the ground.

There was a hand on his shoulder, and Broghan was standing next to him, tears shining in his brown eyes. He knew that Dale blamed himself for what had happened, even though it wasn't his fault. But he couldn't offer him words of comfort. Nothing he said would be believed. It wasn't Dale's fault, but whenever something went wrong, the man would believe he had failed to protect his students, and blame himself.

0-0-0-0-0-0

He felt almost paralyzed when he woke up, his muscles not working at all. He lay still for a while and the sleep wore off until he was able to twitch his fingers. Then he tried opening his eyes again, and this time he managed to open them just a little. It was enough to see the room he was in, the thatch roof, the wooden walls and he stared at the dark boards for a while. His head was still throbbing with a pulsing pain that came in waves, but if he lay still, he found that the pain was bearable to a degree.

The door opened and closed and someone moved next to him, almost recoiling when he saw him awake. The man leaning over him looked kind, his dark eyes tender while he smiled softly. He just looked up at him, unsure of what to do, confused and sure he didn't know this man.

"Just lay still," the man whispered as he gently began to unwrap the bandage from his head, "I should be done in a moment, okay? It may hurt a little."

"What..." he started weakly, his voice raspy and raw, but the man, probably a healer, placed a gentle finger on his lips.

"Don't speak. Save your strength. You must rest, you're still recovering. I have to say, I'm glad you're awake. I was starting to get worried you wouldn't wake up."

He blinked a few times while the man was cleaning the wound on his temple, carefully rubbing away dried blood that somehow found it's way to the surface. He winced when he put something on it that stung, and the man hushed him softly, caressing his cheek before rebandaging his head and carefully laying his head back down on the pillow, then he stood up. He left without another word, but shortly after someone else came in, and he opened his eyes wearily, seeing the blurry shape of a boy he didn't know before him.

"I'm so glad you're awake!" the boy said, his voice trembling, "you had such a horrible fall. You've been unconscious for nearly a week! The healer was starting to fear you wouldn't wake up again."

He frowned. He could swear he didn't know this boy, in fact, he couldn't remember ever seeing him before, but the boy spoke to him as if he knew him, as if they were friends.

"Can I get you something? Some water perhaps? Your throat must be dry as a desert."

He just nodded slightly. His throat did feel parched, and even if he didn't know the boy, he needed some water. He heard the sound of water trickling from a pitcher into a cup, and with a sigh he closed his eyes.

A cup touched his lips and instinctively he opened his mouth to allow the cool water to fill his mouth. He savored the cool liquid against his dry lips. As soon as the cup was empty, he opened his eyes again, just in time to see the boy return to his bedside. Gathering all his strength, he managed to push himself up on his elbows, but a hand on his shoulder prevented him from getting up completely.

"Easy, relax. As I said, you had a horrible fall and you hit your head really hard. For a few days the healer thought your skull might be fractured. Luckily, that wasn't the case. You did break you hand though, and your arm. But with enough rest, you should be back on your feet in no time, you'll see!"

"But..." he protested weakly. Why was this boy here with him? Where was his father?

"Shh, it's okay. You'll be okay. Hang on, I'll just go get..."

He grabbed his arm and the boy turned to him, looking down on him with worry and concern. His hand slipped from the boy's wrist, unable to hold the grasp and the boy took a step towards the bed. His lip trembled and he could feel how his eyes filled up with tears, and before he knew it, he was crying. He closed his eyes, whimpering when he felt a hand on his hair, soothing him gently.

"What's wrong? Are you in pain? Can I do something?"

He opened his eyes to the soft voice, turning his head to the boy at his side. The boys eyes were gleaming with unshed tears as they stared at each other.

"Who are you," he whispered miserably, "where am I."

The boy's eyes grew wide, tears spilling over. "W... what...?"

"I don't know who you are," he cried out, "I don't know where are I am. I don't know who I am," he looked at the boy next to the bed, "who am I...?"

It was just a whisper, but he could practically see the boy's heart breaking right in front of him. He brought a trembling hand up to his mouth as the tears slipped from his eyes while he stared down at him.

"Oh gods..." the boy muttered, then his legs gave out from under him and he stumbled back against the wall, "oh gods..."
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"What!?" Broghan shouted, "you have to be kidding! It's a joke, right? Please tell me it's a joke..."

But Dale shook his head solemnly. "I don't think he would joke about this Broghan. And when I was with him, it was clear he didn't recognize me. I sent for the healer and I hope he'll be here soon. Until then, I think it's best if we... well, stay away I guess..."

"Stay away?" Leila asked, "shouldn't we be there with him? To help him remember?"

"Leila, I have no experience with this kind of thing," Dale said, "sure, enough of my students have fallen, in fact, they all fall at one point or another, but none of them ever had amnesia. I... I don't know what to do. I don't know how to help him. I don't even know how much he remembers at this point. All I know is that we're strangers to him."

"What about the dragons?" Broghan asked softly, "does he remember them?"

"I have no idea," Dale mumbled while he started walking towards the door, "I think it's best if we keep them away. If he doesn't remember and has a panic attack or something, we could do more harm than good. Broghan, can you get Toothless and Snowflake away from that cabin? Lock them up if you have to..."

"That's just wrong!" Broghan shouted.

Dale whipped around. "I know it's wrong! Would you rather have him panic? He could hurt himself more if he starts running around terrified! It's bad enough as it is! Just do what I say and get those dragons away from him!"

With that he left the Hall, slamming the door behind him, leaving the teens in shock. Dale rarely raised his voice like that, but when he did, he meant it. Leila placed a hand on Broghan's shoulder and he turned to her.

"It's wrong," he said softly, "how can I keep them away?"

"I know it is," Leila said, squeezing his shoulder, "but Dale is right. What of he doesn't remember, and sees Snowflake, or Toothless, or any of the other dragons and panics? What if he runs? He has a concussion, what if he gets dizzy and falls again?"

"I know," Broghan said, "I know, okay? It's just... not fair towards the dragons."

Leila nodded and pulled him into a hug. He rested his head on her shoulder and sighed. Broken bones could head, concussions would heal as well, but amnesia was a whole lot trickier. What if he never recovered from that?

0-0-0-0-0-0

He had his legs pulled up, his right arm wrapped around his knees as he stared at door. He was alone, the boy had left shortly after his outburst, unable to hide his tears. A man had come, and he couldn't shake the feeling that he knew him, but his mind told him he didn't. After the man had talked with him for a while, he had left, and he had been waiting for someone to come back ever since. He was afraid in the company of these people he didn't know, but he feared being alone even more.

He was utterly confused. He didn't remember what had happened, he didn't remember where he was or who he was. He didn't remember the people he knew he should remember, even if it was just a feeling that told him he knew them. He couldn't remember their names, or his own name, no matter how hard he tried. It scared him. It was clear that the boy and the man knew him, and he had no clue who they were.

Something scratched on the door and his head snapped up. He winced when it aggravated his headache and he groaned when he felt his stomach turn. Keeping his eyes fixed on the door, his heart racing in fear, he moved back a little, his head pounding. What was out there? It sounded like a large animal. What would he do when it came in? Where was the boy?

His eyes widened in fear when he heard soft growling from behind him and he bolted away from the wall, turning in the bed. The blankets got tangled around his legs, but he didn't really notice. He just stared at the wall, scared of the wood as if it would grow teeth and attack him. When nothing happened and the growling didn't come back, he relaxed again, slowly laying down when the headache became almost sickening.

The door opened and he looked up, relief washing over him as he saw the boy from before return to his bedside. He tried to sit up, but his stomach protested loudly and he could feel bile rise in his throat. The boy pulled him up, snatching a bucket from the ground and before he knew it, he had expelled the contents of his stomach into the bucket. The boy next to him gently rubbed his back in an attempt to calm him as tears rolled down his cheeks.

"I'm sorry..." he sniffed, wiping the tears from his face and pushing the bucket away.

"It's okay. You have a concussion from the fall. It's normal,I promise. Here, why don't you give me that."

He let the boy take the bucket and watched him leave, the taste of bile in his throat and he sobbed again. He looked up when the door opened again and the boy came back, carrying a cup and a wet cloth. He started crying even harder when the boy sat down in the chair again and gently washed his face, wiping away the tears, then he handed him the cup.

"Here, drink something."

He took the cup, his hand shaking as he brought it to his lips and he flinched a little when he felt a hand on his back, rubbing circles on his skin.

"I'm sorry," he whispered again sipping the water.

"Don't be. It's not your fault. You should rest though. The healer is on his way, we'll fix this, okay? We'll figure it out..."

"I don't even know who you are," he whimpered, "I don't even know what happened."

"Neither do I..." the boy mumbled softly, "but we'll find out. We'll figure it out, I promise. Just lay down, rest."

He handed the cup back to the boy and lay down, pulling the blanket around his body. The headache was still throbbing in his head, and his throat and stomach hurt from vomiting. He closed his eyes, the light becoming too bright, even if the small room was dimly lit. Something scratched the door again and he shot up, whimpering at the headache.

"What's that?" he asked, his voice a trembling whisper.

"It's... eh... I... I'll send them away..."

"Send who away? What's doing that?"

The boy didn't answer but went to the door. The moment he opened it, a dragon burst in, black scales glittering in the sunlight. His eyes widened and he scrambled to the corner of the bed, pressing his back against the wall. A second dragon appeared, this one white, and she bounced towards the bed. She stopped in front of him, the black one coming up beside her and he stared at the two dragons for a while. When the black one put a paw on the bed, fear suddenly surged through him. The white dragon pushed the black one aside, pushing her nose against his chest and he froze. She sniffed him curiously, growling softly when she spotted the bandage around his arm. He just sat frozen, his heart racing in his chest, the headache pounding in his head. When the black dragon opened it's mouth and licked his face, he panicked and he screamed.

He screamed.

The sound seemed to come from a voice he didn't know, and it took him a while to realize who was screaming, but the moment he did, both dragons froze, staring at him wide-eyed. The boy had scrambled back to his feet after the dragons had pushed him aside and moved between the bed and the beasts.

Some one else came in, an older boy and he was followed by the man he had met earlier. They started pulling the dragons away from him, the beasts wailing and fighting the men, and he just curled up in the corner, crying into the blanket. He didn't care that his headache was only getting worse, and he ignored the whirling sensation in his stomach, he had nothing left to throw up anyway.

"Hey.. it's okay... they're gone, it's okay..."

The soft voice combined with the gentle hand on his back broke the dam and he couldn't stop the tears from falling anymore. He was alone, surrounded by people who knew him, but he couldn't even remember them, he had no idea what had happened to him. He looked up, his face wet from tears to see the man sitting next to him, gently rubbing his back.

"It's okay," the man muttered softly, "it's okay."

"But it's not, now is it," he sobbed, violently wiping the tears from his face, "if it were, I would be able to remember, don't you think? I know I know you, but I just don't know..."

"Rest. Try to get some sleep. I wish I could give you the answers you seek, but I'm afraid I can't. I don't know anymore than you do."

"You know me!" he yelled, pulling away from the man, "you know who I am! Tell me! Tell me who I am!"

The man shook his head. "I can't. The healer told us we can't force your memory to come back. It has to return in it's own time. If we start telling you things, it could be corrupted."

"That's not fair! I just want to know! Please tell me... please..."

He cut off and whimpered when his headache suddenly intensified and pressed his hand against his head. The man gently pushed him down, pulling the blanket around him. When he had tucked him in, he gently wiped a lock of hair from his face.

"Try to sleep some. You need rest. The healer will come in most likely, but I don't think he'll take very long. Sleep, and then we can tackle this issue tomorrow okay?"

He nodded and watched the man leave with tears in his eyes. It was bad enough knowing that these people knew everything, but now they didn't want to tell him. And that was even worse. He curled up, resting his injured arm on the mattress beside him and pulled the blankets around his shoulders. Closing his eyes, he inhaled deeply, trying to sleep as the man suggested.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"I told you to get the dragons away!" Dale shouted.

"I was on my way to do that!" Broghan yelled back, "I couldn't know that they would barge into the cabin! Don't blame me for things I have no control of!"

Dale took a deep breath and ran a hand through his hair. Silence filled the Hall for a moment, then he turned to Broghan.

"You're right. I am sorry. I am really worried and I don't know what to do. I hate that feeling, but I shouldn't take it out on you... I'm sorry."

"It's okay," Broghan said, sitting down, "I worried too. We all are."

"Where are they now? The dragons?"

"I told them to stay outside, or I would lock them up. I think they understand. And if not, I'll put them in one of the empty cabins... but I don't want to do that."

Dale nodded. "As long as they stay out, I don't think we have to lock them up."

"So, what do we do?" Leila asked softly.

"We'll take care of him," Dale said and he filled a bowl with soup, "the best we can. Starting by getting him to eat. Chances are he throws up again, but he needs nutrients. Broghan, can you bring this to him? Make sure he eats all of it."

Broghan nodded and stood up, taking the bowl from Dale. He left the Hall, leaving it in silence, worry hanging in the air like a thick, invisible blanket.
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Fire.

There was fire all around him. Where ever he turned to, there was fire. He quickly came to realize that he was trapped by the flames, unable to get out. He spun in circles, the smoke entering his lungs with every breath he took, and soon he started coughing.

"Dad! Dad, where are you!" Da..."

He fell to his knees, coughing and gasping when he suddenly heard something above him and he looked up. The high pitched sound of a Night Fury rang through the air and he stood up on shaking legs. He didn't see the dragon at first, but then a black shape shot over him and he tensed. The dragon passed over his head a few times, then it came down, the wind from it's wings weakening the flames as it landed and he stared at it with his mouth open.

Not only was the Night Fury wearing some sort of harness, it was also carrying a rider. The boy on the dragons back couldn't be much older than himself, his green eyes just as wild and furious as the dragon's sharp eyes. His auburn hair was wild, matted in some places and the clothes he was wearing were dirty and torn. He frowned. Both the boy and the ebony dragon looked familiar, as if he knew them. Somewhere at the back of his mind was a little voice that screamed that he knew them, but when he tried to listen to it, it was lost in the raging flames around him.

He stumbled back as boy and dragon screamed simultaneously, their cries indiscernible from each other, and the dragon launched forward. He was snatched from the ground and carried up into the air, away from the flames. The dragon's claws were securely around his chest, not cutting or hurting him in any way, and to his surprise, he didn't scream while he was carried higher and higher into the sky.

Up here the air cleared and he could breathe freely again, and he took a deep breath. Hanging in the dragon's claws, he looked around. The raging fire beneath him seemed nothing more than candle light from up here, the island itself a mere speck in the ocean. Up above him he could see the sky, speckled with millions of stars, the moon just a thin line.

A little smile found it's way onto his lips, and he relaxed in the dragon's grasp. He had his hands on the black claws as he continued to look at the world beneath him. After a while he felt his eyelids getting heavier and heavier, and he fell asleep.

When he woke, he was still in the claws of a dragon, but when he looked up at the beast, he was shocked to see that it was white, not black as it had been last night. He looked around. Had they landed? Had he switched hands, or paws in this case? Where were the boy and his dragon?

Looking around, he found no sign of the odd duo, the white dragon was alone in the sky. He sighed. How long had they been flying? Hours? Days? Even longer? He couldn't remember. The sky was cloudy, the white fluff looking like something he could sleep on.

He heard a voice, and looked up. His eyes widened when he saw riders around him, all riding Night Furies and his jaw dropped as he stared at the twin girls, a boy and another girl. They waved at him, and he waved back. And then he saw the boy and the Night Fury that had taken him from the fire last night. The boy waved at him, his clothes no longer dirty and torn, his hear clean and blowing in the wind. The dragon holding him shrieked in happiness, and his smile only widened.

Suddenly, he was riding a dragon, a black one, and when he looked at the white one, he saw she had a rider too, a boy with black hair and blue and green eyes. He smiled looking around the group, their faces familiar, their names at the tip of his tongue, but he couldn't grasp them. He started to get frustrated, looking at these people, seeing their faces, knowing their names, but unable to connect names to faces.

And then he was falling.

In the blink of an eye, he was falling towards the ground, the dragons reduced to dots in seconds. He screamed, flailing his arms as if he was trying to fly, but the ground kept coming closer and closer, and there was nothing he could do about it.

He closed his eyes, crossing his arms in front of his face, anticipating the impact. When it came, he bolted upright in bed, covered in cold sweat while tears were streaming down his face. It took him a while to realize it had been a dream. A very confusing, scary dream.

The door opened and a boy came in, rushing to the bed when he saw him in tears. He sat down next to him, rubbing his back. He cried into the blanket until the fear had worn off, then he looked up, to see a cup of water being offered to him. He drank it shakily, still sniffing away the tears.

"What happened? Did you have a nightmare?"

He nodded and gave the cup back, drying his face with the blanket.

"Do you want to tell me?"

"Why would I?" he yelled, the anger suddenly boiling up within him, "you won't even tell me my own name! I don't even know how you are! You say you're my friend, and that you want to help me, but how can I know if you won't tell me anything? For all I know you want to kill me!"

"We... we don't, I promise. We're you friends, believe me. Trust me."

"How can I? How can I trust the people that won't even tell me who I am? Why don't you just go away and leave me alone. You don't care anyway!"

He was staring at the boy with tears burning in his eyes. The other looked shocked by his words, but he didn't even care. He was about to say more, to yell all his feelings into the room, when his stomach suddenly protested the little food he had ingested hours ago, and he wrapped his arms around his stomach, doubling over while desperately trying to keep his food inside of his body.

It didn't work, and before he knew it, he had thrown up in the bucket again, a gentle hand rubbing circles on his back as he cried bitter tears. No matter what he said, or what he thought, this boy cared for him.

"W.. why would you help me," he mumbled after he had washed his face and drank some water.

"Because I care for you," was the soft answer, "even if you don't believe it, I'm your friend. And I will do everything I can to help you remember that."

"Then tell me my name, please!" he sobbed desperately, "why won't you tell me my name."

"I... I can't. The healer told us not to... I want to, believe me I do, but I just can't."

He stared at the boy for a while, before he turned his back at him, pulling the blanket tight around his shoulders. His headache was back with a vengeance, he was feeling sick from throwing up and the nightmare still played vividly in his head.

"Please go away," he mumbled into the pillow while he pulled it around his head to block the light.

The boy didn't leave. Instead, he felt how he sat down next to him, just sitting silently for a while. He was crying into the pillow, curled into a ball in the corner.

_Du kan om du vil_

_Ingen ka ta ditt valg_

The soft voice that suddenly started singing, startled him at first, but his sobs slowly subsided as he just lay still, listening to the song. It sparked something in his mind, a memory of trees, a day in the garden and he closed his eyes, trying to get the blurry picture sharper in his mind.

_Bare plante tvil_

_Det er så mange veier å gå_

_Mange mål som kan nåes om du våger_

The image lingered, slowly taking a more solid form. It remained blurry, as if he was looking to it from behind a foggy window, but he could hear laughter, and singing.

_Vi har alle tvil_

_Spørsmål om valg_

_Er dette det du vil_

He turned on his back, meeting eyes with the boy next to him. He exhaled slowly while he stared up at him, his eyes sparkling as he sang the song.

"I... I know that song..." he mumbled and he frowned.

"Yes... you do... do you remember anything?"

"A... garden? Was there a garden? Have I been in a garden?"

The boy nodded, tears gleaming in his eyes. "Yes... you've been in a garden. You were there with me."

He propped himself up on his elbows, staring at the wall and biting his lip. As soon as he tried to grab the memories, they would slip away, but if he just watched them from a distance, they wouldn't be as fleeting. They would be blurry, and contorted, but at least they were there. After a moment, he shook his head.

"It's there... I know it is, but I can't hold on to it. They just... slip away again..."

"But they're there, right? You can see them."

He sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. Straining his brain had aggravated the headache, and his head now felt like it would explode.

"You need to sleep..."

He nodded, wincing when the movement caused stars to dance behind his eyes. The light from the single candle on the nightstand had suddenly become to bright, and he closed his eyes against it.

"I'll take the candle," the boy whispered and he stood up.

"Wait!"

The boy turned around, one hand on the doorknob. "What is it?"

"Can... can you sing more for me..? I... maybe I'll remember more..."

A warm smile spread across the other's face as he slowly came back and set the candle on the floor, so that the light wasn't too bright.

"Just lay down," he whispered and he pulled the blanket over his chest.

He closed his eyes while he listened to the soft voice that filled the cabin. It recalled more memories, memories of a city made from white marble with towers that grazed the sky. Another city, one that thrived on trade, with red roofs and green trees, the streets filled with people, ships on the water and a busy harbor.

The moment he reached out to these images, they dissipated as clouds in the wind, and he groaned in frustration. All he wanted was to remember, it couldn't be that hard! Right? He decided to leave them be, the memories, and see if they would come to him. Maybe, if he just had patience, maybe then they would come back.

Exhaling slowly, he heard the voice become distant, the words from the song merging with each other, slowly fading into the background. He felt how he was drifting off, the throbbing in his head disappeared, and he fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.
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He was curled up, staring at the wall. He had no idea how many days had passed, all he knew was that he was bored to death. He had nothing to do besides lay in bed all day, because the healer had forbidden him from getting up, and the highlights of his day were when someone brought him food.

Sighing, he turned to the door. Even if his stomach occasionally rejected whatever he ate, he was still starving, hungry for whatever they would bring him. And according to his stomach, which was growling like an angry beast, it was almost time for lunch.

His stomach wasn't wrong, because it wasn't long before the door opened and the boy came in, and he was carrying a steaming bowl and a small basket. Carefully, he pushed himself up, using only his right arm and after the boy had set the food down, he adjusted the pillows in his back so that he could lean against them comfortably.

"Can you manage on your own?" the boy asked, offering him the bowl.

He looked from the bowl to his bandaged arm, then back to the bowl. It was impossible to hold the thing with his left hand, and it was even more impossible to hold the bowl in his right, and eat with the same hand. So he shook his head, and looked at the boy apologetically.

"That's okay. I guess I have to feed you again then."

He adverted his gaze to the blanket, fiddling with it nervously. He found it incredibly humiliating to be spoon fed by a stranger, but he had no other choice. His viciously growling stomach demanded food, especially after throwing up again that morning. So when the boy sat down next to him, offering him a spoon full of the warm soup, he took it without complaining.

His stomach accepted the food gratefully, other then rejecting it like earlier that day, and he was grateful for that. He slept better when his stomach was full, and he didn't need to worry about choking on his own vomit.

The bowl was empty much sooner then he liked. He felt so hungry that he was sure he could eat ten more bowls, but he also knew that he shouldn't upset his stomach. So after the boy had put everything in the basket and was about to leave, he curled up again, his back to the wall.

"Is... is there anything I can do?"

He looked up. The boy was looking at him worriedly. He quickly shook his head and turned to the wall again.

"Are you sure? I can imagine you're bored, sitting in bed all day."

He sighed and turned around again. To be fair, he was bored. Terribly bored. He was so bored he had considered counting his own hair, twice.

"I am," he muttered, "is... is there anything you can do about that?"

"I might be able to get you some books... although you shouldn't read too much with a concussion, you can still read something. Hold on, I'll be right back."

As soon as the door closed, he blew out a breath and lay down again, staring at the ceiling. Everything was frustrating him. Why couldn't he remember? It was like someone had locked his memories away, then lost the key that accessed them. He put his arm over his eyes, thinking back to the one time he had started to remember, the time he had heard that song. When the door opened, he looked up and saw the boy enter, carrying a stack of books.

"I'm afraid I don't have many interesting books," he said while he started putting them on the nightstand, "I have one on history, one on herbology, this one is about stars and constellations, I have one with myths and legends, that is probably the most interesting one, and then we have one on... zoology. So, eh, I should say choose one, and start reading."

"Can you read to me?" he asked, hopeful eyes looking up to the other.

"Eh... not right now... I'm afraid..." he glanced back to the door almost nervously, "tonight? When I bring you dinner? Is that okay?"

"Sure... I guess.. do you really have to go?"

"Yes, I'm sorry. I'm already late. If I stay away any longer, he'll get angry. You'll be okay on your own for a while, right?"

He nodded, a little sad that he had to be alone again, something he didn't like, but he also understood that there were other things that needed to be done. And they had already talked all day yesterday, and the day before that, so it was only logical that he had to be alone today. There were probably chores that needed to be done, and the man seemed like a mentor or teacher of some kind, so there were probably classes to attend to. He frowned. Was he supposed to be in those classes?

The door closed softly and he sighed, reaching towards the books. The first one he took was the one on zoology. He studied the binding, then read the front page. When he found it didn't really appeal to him, he put it next to him, on the bed and took the next one. It was heavy, appeared to be very old, and there was something about it that made his curiosity tingle.

"_Wondrous Myths And Legends From Around The World,"_ he read out loud as he studied the golden, swirling letters and the leather binding of the book.

He put it on his lap and opened it he saw that the title was written as well, in the same swirling letters, but with black ink. Under the words there were small drawings, and when he studied them closer, he found them to be drawings from mythical creatures, such as unicorns and mermaids. All the way down, at the bottom of the page was the name of the writer.

"_Benjamin James,"_ he muttered, and he frowned "two first names? Or is that just his writers name?"

He shrugged it off, not really caring, and looked at the drawings again. Even of they were small, each and every one of them could easily fit into the palm of his hand, they were incredibly detailed, every scale on the mermaids tail was drawn, just like every hair on the unicorns neck. Besides these two, he saw a hound with three heads, a dragon with a whole ton of heads, a bird he knew was a phoenix, and some sort of strange creature he couldn't place. After studying it for a while, he was still not able to figure out what creature would have a man's torso, but the legs of a goat, so he turned the page.

At the top were more drawings, although these were more plant like in appearance, and were clearly just for decoration, not really meaning anything. Under these pattern was a list, naming every stody in the book. He ran his finger down the names, muttering softly to himself.

"_The Unicorn and The Princess... The Maiden and The Selkie... Legend of The Loreley... The Phoenix and the Merchant... Hercules and The Hydra... _why do all these people meet mythical creatures? And have they no name? Who is this... "merchant"? What if I want to know his name?"

He grew quiet when he realized what he had said. Did he not wish to know his own name as well? And here he was, wondering about the name of a character in a story. He sighed and ran his finger down the list again. There were a few more and he couldn't really choose. So he decided to just start with the first.

After turning the page again, he was met with a large drawing of a unicorn in a forest. It had the same incredible detail as the small drawings on the first page, and it took him quite a while to see the man in the background. He chuckled when he finally spotted him, hiding behind a tree. When he turned the page again, he found the title of the story written in the same swirling letters,and under that, the story began.

_Once upon a time in a kingdom far-far-away in the lands of the never-ending spring, a king sat in his golden throne and ruled his kingdom in perfect harmony. A person can feel nothing but exuberance at the sight of the magnificent castle in which the king and his daughter lived, the majestic atmosphere of the woods spread all around the castle, and last but not least – the overwhelming beauty of the princess._

It was pure Heaven-on-Earth; there was nothing that could even possibly attain the perfection of this place. The beauty of the forest made it amazing, yet another thing made it imposing. In those woods lived creatures of time unknown and one of them was the most precious of them all… and was hunted for centuries for its magical horn – the beast known as a unicorn.

One day a rumor started spreading. Someone saw a white creature with the looks of a horse, yet having a beautiful horn… and suddenly all men grabbed their knives and spears, their bloodlust and fierceness. The hunt had begun.

While the king's men were all setting torches on fire and sharpening their tools, the young princess was at her chamber, brushing her beautiful silky blond hair. She was the purest maiden in the whole kingdom with a heart as tender as a rose and a soul as clean as the water from the Fountain of Youth in the woods. She had an adventurous spirit and that day she decided to take a walk in the surrounding forests. Pushed by the desire to pick some fresh flowers, she left the castle and headed towards the woods.

With all beauty of the trees and flowers and the crystal cleanness of the mineral springs she lost track of time and wandered around for hours and hours and suddenly, she was very deep into the woods.

She started realizing that the woods were getting darker and darker and the trees were losing their beauty, the grass was dead and there were no animals around. She started getting scared and remembered a story heard long ago from her nanny, a story about the Dark Forest, deep inside the beautiful surrounding woods. Everyone believed it was just a legend, that it wasn't a real place, but right at that moment she was thinking it over. "Could it be tr…" she couldn't even finish her thought when tree branches started grabbing her legs and arms and taking her deeper and deeper into the forest...

The creature was stepping lightly onto the grass, slowly moving between the trees, heading towards the little glade where she was lying unconsciously. As approaching, it saw the purity of the girl in front of him and slowly began to trust that innocent maid.

When the unicorn got to her, he bent his neck down and looked at her beautiful face and slowly lied down next to her. After a while she woke up and firstly got a little scared, yet after looking at its harmless black eyes, she felt safe. Then the white beast stood up and let her get on its back and they both headed towards the castle. The princess was charmed by that creature's innocence and nobility, by its graceful movements between the trees and its gentle steps on the grass – pure harmony.

When they reached the castle and went inside the stone walls all of a sudden, a lot of armed people surrounded them and the unicorn started neighing and moving abruptly. The princess got down on the ground and started screaming and telling the men that this creature saved her life and brought her back to the castle. When the king came, she explained him everything that happened and he, while crying, told her that everyone had gotten worried about her. He hugged his precious daughter and looked at the terrified beast. Not until then he did realize that the unicorn is the purest and the most innocent creatures of them all.

During the feast that night, it was pronounced that the unicorn is a sacred animal and it was forbidden hunting it. After saving the young princess, the beast left the castle and never got back. No one ever saw it again, but now all men knew the truth about the unicorn.  
>It is said that the king's daughter met the unicorn again, yet that is a different story….<p>

_The end_

He put the book down after flipping the page and finding a new drawing of the unicorn, and now he could almost imagine the silvery hair, the diamond horn of the unicorn, and with the book on his chest, he lay back. With one hand on the book he closed his eyes, feeling the headache starting to throb behind his eyes. Seems like the boy had been right. Reading intensely with a concussion was a bad idea. Maybe it would clear up if he rested his eyes and slept a little.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Someone shook his shoulder gently and he groaned, slowly opening his eyes. After inhaling deeply he realized he had fallen asleep, the book still on his chest. He sat up, rubbing his eyes and picked up the book, still opened at the drawing of the unicorn.

"Did you like it?"

He looked up and nodded, smiling weakly.

"That's good..." the boy muttered, "are you hungry?"

"A... a little..." he mumbled, one hand on his stomach. Something in him feared that if he would eat, that he would throw it all up again, and he was getting sick of throwing up.

"I'll go get something then. I'll be right back."

He nodded and picked up the book as soon as the door closed. Breathing in deeply, he let his hand glide over the fine lines on the paper. They were slightly raised, do to the ink they were drawn with, and it seemed that everything was drawn by hand. He brought the book closer to his face, his eyes straining in the dim light, and he nearly jumped out of bed when the door opened again.

The boy chuckled while he set the tray down and while he closed the book, he shot him a pouting glance.

"I'm sorry. Here, why don't you give me that, and you take this."

He took the book while he handed him a spoon. He stared at the metal utensil before looking up.

"I can't eat on my own."

"I know that," the boy said while he sat down, holding the bowl in both his hands, "I just wanted yo to hold it. Alright, just tell me when you feel that your stomach protests, okay?"

It wasn't much and he was done quickly. After wiping his mouth with his sleeve he looked from the book to the boy, then to the book again.

"Will you read to me now?" he asked hopefully.

"I did promise you I would, didn't I... alright, what do you want me to read?"

He just shrugged. "You choose."

"Alright..." He watched him flip through the pages, before stopping somewhere halfway in the book. "Does _Legend of The Loreley _sound okay? Yes? Good..."

"_The legend of the Loreley starts in a time long past, and takes place in a land far away. Nobody knows where she came from, but the Loreley is said to be the most beautiful creature that mankind has even laid eyes on. There are many people who claim to have seen her, but no one is sure what she really looks like. It is rumored that she has long, blonde hair that shines like the sun, and eyes as blue as water."_

"_But there is only one thing certain about the Loreley, and that is that she has the most beautiful voice. A voice so beautiful, that it entrances all men who listen to it, and many a ship has sunk because it's sailors had fallen under her spell..."_

He closed his eyes and listened to the soft voice. The sound was calming, and while he lay there, he could feel how memories were pushing at the back of his head, trying to break through the wall that kept them away.

He didn't know when he had fallen asleep, but when he suddenly bolted upright it was dark, his room was empty and he was alone. He sat for a while staring straight ahead into the darkness.

He wasn't sure where the name in his head had so suddenly come from, all he knew that he finally remembered. But he still couldn't be sure if it was his name, or someone else's.

It felt right. It felt just right. Slowly, he lay back again, softly muttering the word over and over, and he became more and more convinced that the name was his own, and he let of a long sigh, a happy smile on his lips when he fell asleep again.

"Wrenlou..."
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He woke up early the next morning, just staring at the ceiling while the sunlight started peeking through the cracks in the wood. He closed his eyes for a moment, the name still playing through his head. He bit his lip, trying to get his mind to remember more, but the memories refused to come. Sighing, he sat up and rubbed his hand over his face. It would probably be some time before someone brought him breakfast, so he reached for the book again.

The door opened and he looked up to see the same boy as always enter, once again carrying a bowl and a basket. He smiled weakly and closed the book, using a small piece of paper to mark his place.

"Morning!" the boy greeted him, "did you sleep well?"

He nodded. Even with the name spooking around in his head, he had slept better than every previous night. His headache had subsided as well, so that played a part for sure. He sat up a little more when the boy sat down next to him, once again feeding him the warm soup.

"Is something wrong?"

He looked up sharply, shaking his head vigorously. "N... no..." he bit his lip, then nodded. "Yes..."

"What is it then?"

He plucked the blanket, doubting if he should tell him that he remembered something or not. The fear that he was somehow wrong was still very real at the back of his mind. He decided against telling it just yet, and decided to ask something else, something that had bugged him for a few days now.

"Is... is it possible that I can take a bath... somehow...? I'd really like that..."

"A bath? Well... we usually wash ourself in the ocean... we do have a tub... I think we could move it to the Hall... it will take some doing, but I think I can arrange that. Give me some time, okay?"

He nodded and watched the boy leave. As soon as the door closed, he sighed and lay back against the pillows. Exhaling slowly, he closed his eyes, just laying like that for a moment. Then he opened his eyes again, and took the book, turning to the page he had left off on.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"He wants to take a bath?" Dale asked scratching his head, "that might be a challenge."

"I know. But we still have the old tub, don't we? We can move that to the Hall, right? Heat up some water for it..."

"The problem is the dragons. We have to keep them away somehow... alright! Broghan, Leila, I want you two to take all the dragons to the far side of the bay. All of them, including Snowflake and Toothless. And make sure they won't come back. Susan, Sharon, I want you two to start heating up water. You and I will get the tub from storage, okay?"

He glanced at the dragons, curled up outside the door, Toothless resting his head on Snowflake's back. They looked fast asleep, but he knew that they were wide awake. When he turned back, he saw Dale was already walking to their little storage shed, and he quickly ran after him.

The storage shed was a mess... to put it mildly. It was full of discarded weapons, broken or otherwise unusable, old leather harnesses, wooden targets for archery, the gardening tools and somewhere, way to the back, the old wooden tub that hadn't been used in years. Dale sighed as he started to throw the old equipment outside, muttering under his breath.

"We should really clean this out," he mumbled, "I think it would make a nice task. I should have let you two do it, after that stunt with Crystal Cove. But I'm sure he doesn't remember that either."

He said nothing, but just stared at Dale's back while the man was muttering, pulling old swords and broken bows from the tangled mess.

"You could give me a hand you know," the man snapped, and he sprang into action.

Together they managed to get the tangled mess out of the shed, and onto the sand, the ground covered in pieces of metal and leather, and they were finally able to get to the wooden tub. They hoisted it up, but it was a little difficult to get it out of the shed, because it didn't through the door, and they had to turn it sideways to get it out.

"Damn..." Dale muttered, "I'd forgotten how heavy it is. Alright, let's get it to the Hall. If it gets to heavy, let me know, we'll take a break."

"We could ask the dragons to help," he offered, but Dale shook his head.

"They are gone already," Dale said, "I don't want them to come back for this. No, let them stay where they are, we can do it. Come on, you take that side. I'll take this side."

He nodded and together they dragged the tub to the Hall. They had to stop for rest twice, and by the time they had reached the Hall, their arms were shaking from the strain, and as soon as they set it down, Dale breathed a sigh of relief.

"Alright. Now we just have to fill it up with water," he turned to Susan and Sharon, "how far are you?"

"We're almost done I think. We don't want it boiling, but it has to be thoroughly heated. Just a few more moments," Susan said while she watched the steaming pot, "and if it's too hot, we can always add more cold water."

"Good," Dale said, "when you're done, I want you two to join Broghan and Leila with the dragons. I think it's best if we keep the amount of people to a minimum, and he has seen us, but not you. It may scare him."

They nodded, albeit reluctantly, and turned to the kettle above the fire again.

"Alright," Dale said, "why don't you go get him?"

0-0-0-0-0-0

It had to be a few hours later when the boy came back, smiling at him as he closed the door. He closed the book, keeping his fingers between the pages and eyed him expectantly.

"They're almost done," the boy said while sitting down, "do you think you can walk?"

"I... I don't know..."

"We'll get there. Together. Come on."

He pushed the blanket from his legs and turned, so that he sat on the edge of the bed. When his feet touched the floor, it seemed like a spark went through his muscles. He shuddered and when he stood up, he felt a hand around his shoulders. It felt weird to walk again, especially after being in bed for so long, and the moment the door opened, the light hit him like a fist in the face.

He flinched away from it, the light stinging in his eyes, aggravating his headache. The arm around his shoulders kept him on his feet, and the boy gently ushered him outside. The moment his bare feet touched the soft sand he took a deep breath, carefully setting one foot in front of the other, and after a few steps, he was able to walk without support.

He looked around the place, the small wooden cabins, the fine white sand that tickled his feet, the clear blue sky above him, and he could feel memories pushing at the back of his mind. They reached a building that was larger than the rest, standing at what could be called a plaza, and the boy held the door open for him.

When he stepped inside, a wave if familiarity washed over him. He knew the high ceiling, the wooden table and benches. He knew he had been sitting there, eating with other people, their faces blurry in his mind. There had been girls... at least two girls, and a boy, another boy with brown hair.

He was led to a large wooden tub, filled with steaming water that rippled slightly when he dunked his finger in it.

"I hope it's not too hot."

He shook his head while he submerged his hand. The water felt amazing, holding his hand in a watery embrace.

"Okay then. I'll leave you alone, but I'll be right outside, so if you need anything, just give a shout, okay? When you're done, I'l bring you a towel and some clean clothes. Alright, here's some soap, some washing cloths... Oh, and try to keep the bandage around your arm dry, okay? It's not the end of the world if it gets wet, but it's just easier if you keep it dry."

He nodded and pulled his hand from the water. The air felt cold on his wet skin, and he rubbed it dry on his tunic.

"Is there anything you need right now?"

After thinking for a moment, he shook his head and the boy smiled. "I'll leave you to it then. Just give a shout when you're done!"

As soon as the door closed, he slipped out of his clothes, and carefully stepped into the tub. Keeping his arm on the edge to keep the bandage dry, he slowly sat down, exhaling slowly as the warm water wrapped around his body. The water reached his collarbones when he was sitting down, and the tub was so big he could even stretch his legs.

He rested his head on the edge and closed his eyes. The moment he did, he was flooded by memories of a place, build from white marble, with a large pool. He frowned, trying to get the image clearer. A bath house. It was a bath house. And he had been there with... with who?

The vague image of a boy came into his mind. It was to blurry to make out his facial features, to blurry to make out anything really, but the moment he saw the memory, a second name popped into his head and he shot up, water splashing over the edge of the tub.

"Hiccup!"

The moment he uttered the name, more memories started coming back. He suddenly remembered a day at the beach, laying in the sun, soaking up the warmth just being lazy. He remembered a time where he had been sitting on the pier, he remembered a sea turtle, oranges. And then he remembered a city filled with people, music, food and performers.

"Lightcity..." He muttered.

Gasping, he fell back against the smooth wood of the tub. The flood of memories didn't help his already throbbing headache. He rubbed his temple, allowing the memories to come back despite the pain in his head, and for a long time he just sat in the water with his eyes closed.

He had no idea how long he had been in the water when he finally remembered why he had demanded a bath, and he took the soap. When he rubbed it against his skin, trying to keep hold of the slippery thing, he found that it created foam on the water. He chuckled and rubbed the bar of soap against his skin again, and he kept doing it until the water was covered in foam. Then he scooped it up and rubbed it on his head.

When he was sure he had rubbed it in his hair thoroughly, he took a deep breath and ducked his head under water. He stayed there for a moment, then he resurfaced gasping for air, his eyes squeezed shut. He felt along the edge of the tub until his hand touched the cloths and he grabbed it, drying his face with the soft fabric. Then he ran his hand through his hair, smoothing it to the back. By then most of the foam had disappeared. He sighed and leaned back again, the water dripping from his hair, forming a puddle on the floor.

He closed his eyes again, letting the memories come back again. For some reason he could get the places clear, but the people were still blurry, still vague and still without a name. And now he was doubting even more, with two names playing around in his head. Two names, and no faces.

The door opened and the boy came in, carrying a towel and a stack of clothes. He sighed as he realized he had to leave the water. Even if the water had cooled down almost completely, he still like the feeling of it on his skin.

"Are you done? You've been here for hours."

He nodded and the boy pulled a chair closer, putting down the clothes. He watched him unfold a light blue tunic and putting it over the backrest of the chair, hanging a brown pair of pants over it.

"Can you manage? Or do you need some help?"

"I... I don't know..." he looked at his arm, the wrappings still dry, "I think I might need some help..." he muttered, looking away when he felt his face turn red.

"Alright," the boy said while he unfolded the towel and held it up. It was huge, practically the size of a small city, and when it wrapped around his shoulders, the soft fabric nearly consumed him. He closed his eyes when the boy rubbed his hands over his back. The gentle touch almost like a massage, and a new memory slipped into his head.

He groaned and pinched the bridge of his nose, feeling how a hand came to rest on his shoulder.

"Are you okay?"

When he looked up, he stared straight into the boy's sparkling eyes. He averted his gaze to the ground and took a tip of the towel, slowly rubbing it over his hair.

"I... I think I remembered... a few things..." he muttered quietly.

He didn't see how the boy's eyes lit up. "You did!? Like what?"

"I... I'm not sure... there's a name... but I don't know who's name it is... and... a bath house... have I been to a bath house?"

The boy nodded, tears forming in his eyes. "You have been. With me. What's the name you remember?"

"B... but I don't know who's name it is... and there's a second... I remember two names... but I don't know..."

"Tell me," the boy said softly, "tell me and I'll help you."

He took a deep breath and bit his lip. "I..." he started, "I just..." he looked up at the boy with almost pleading eyes, "I still don't know who I am. Am... am I... am I Wrenlou...?"

A smile spread across the boy's face, lighting up his blue and green eyes and he shook his head. "I am," he said softly, "my name is Wrenlou."

Tears started to rise up as he ducked his head again. "Then who am I...?" he whispered.

"You know," Wrenlou said, lifting his chin, "you know who you are."

He frowned. The second name... was that his name? His eyes met Wrenlou's and a tear slipped down his cheek.

"Hiccup?" he whispered barely audible, "my name is... Hiccup? I am Hiccup?"

Wrenlou nodded, tears shining in his eyes and he smiled. Suddenly, his heart was pounding in his chest and he felt like he had run a thousand miles. After all that time... he finally knew who he was. No more guessing, no more doubting. He had a name again.

"R... really?"

Wrenlou nodded again, and then suddenly pulled him into a tight embrace. "Yes. Really. You're name is Hiccup. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. And you are my best friend."
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"Alright," Dale said, looking at the teens in front of him, "today is basically practice. No new manoeuvres, no new flying tricks, just practicing what I've taught you so far. And Hiccup, no jumping off dragons please. I really don't like to see you fall."

Hiccup smiled weakly and nodded, avoiding Dale's gaze. He liked jumping off Toothless' back, free falling until the dragon caught him again, but he also understood why Dale didn't like it. If somehow, something went wrong with the tailfin while he wasn't on the dragon's back, things could go very bad in seconds.

"Okay. Mount up, get in the air, and practice some manoeuvers. It doesn't really matter which one you do and in which order, just do it, and of course, have fun!"

They nodded and quickly mounted the dragons, shooting up into the sky. Hiccup mounted Toothless and tried to move the tailfin, but something was wrong with it. Frowning, he looked back to the prosthetic and tried again. This time it opened without a problem, and he shrugged. He would look at it when the lesson was over. It was probably nothing, a little sand between the gears. It had happened before, never really posed a problem.

He quickly followed the other riders up in the sky, moving next to Wrenlou. The boy smiled to him, winking before Snowflake pulled into a steep dive, her wings tucked to her side, shooting straight towards the ocean. Hiccup smiled and went the other way, up into the clouds.

As soon as he was surrounded by the white fluff, he closed his eyes. It was a trust exercise, and he trusted Toothless completely. The dragon crooned softly, then ducked down. Hiccup felt his stomach leap into his throat, but he clenched onto the saddle, keeping his eyes closed.

Just above the water, he felt Toothless change direction, and he changed the position of the tailfin, allowing the dragon to make a sharp turn and shoot straight up again. He opened his eyes, grinning widely. In his time in Learners Bay, he had learned so much more manoeuvres, and he enjoyed all of them.

He petted Toothless' neck and the dragon roared, spinning past some rocks before shooting a fireball into the sky. Then he ducked under it, leveling out above the water. He exhaled slowly, petting Toothless head and the dragon crooned softly.

"Alright bud. Let's try something else."

Toothless crooned again, and with a swift motion of his foot, Hiccup changed the position of the tailfin. It moved with a rattle, and he looked back annoyed. He frowned, but the fin looked fine, so he steered the dragon up again. Toothless shrieked into the air, shooting past Broghan and his dragon, flying higher and higher into the clouds. Only when they shot out above the clouds did he stop, and Hiccup looked around.

"Alright. Toothless, we're going for a spin."

The dragon wailed happily and tucked his wings to his side. Instantly they were falling again, until Toothless opened his wings only slightly and they started spinning through the air. They spiraled towards the ocean, the wind rushing through his hair, and Hiccup let go of the saddle. With his arms spread out, he smiled.

Suddenly there was a snap, and Toothless shrieked. In an instant they were falling again, only this time the dragon failed to get his wings under control. When he looked back to the tail, he saw to his horror that the tailfin was closed. Panicked he tried to open it, but the pedal moved freely, and the fin didn't move.

"Toothless!" he shrieked, his arms flailing to grab the saddle.

Toothless wailed loudly, beating his wings to get his fall under control, but the sand kept coming closer at an alarming rate. In a wild spin, he was flung from the dragon's back, falling towards the sand screaming. Toothless screeched loudly and dove after him, trying to catch him mid air.

The dragon failed and Hiccup screamed as he saw the ground come closer. He tried to grab the saddle one last time, then he hit the sand with a loud scream. Pain exploded in his head and arm and he was covered by sand as the dragon crashed next to him. Someone screamed his name, but he lay dazed, gasping for breath while the pain seared through his body. He heard vague footsteps running towards him and felt hands turn him on his back. He blinked a few times, his eyes meeting Dale's.

"Stay with me..." the man mumbled softly, placing a hand on his cheek, "you will be just fine..."

A heavy thud indicated another dragon had landed, and not long after Wrenlou appeared on his other side, looking down at him with worried eyes. He groaned, fighting unconsciousness, but Dale's face swam in his vision, and he couldn't stay awake. With one last whimper he fell from consciousness, his vision going black.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Dale's eyes widened as soon as he saw Hiccup and Toothless go down. He always kept a closer eye on the young boy, mainly because of Toothless' artificial tailfin, and now it seemed like his worst fear had come true.

"Hiccup!" he screamed, running forward, "Hiccup!"

The boy hit the sand and his fear peaked when he saw how Toothless almost crashed on top of his rider. Stumbling in the loose sand, he fell to his knees, taking Hiccup's shoulder. The boy was breathing ragged, blood dripping from a large gash on the side of his head, his left arm and hand bent in an unnatural position. Hiccup's eyes fluttered as he placed a hand on the boy's cheek, mumbling softly.

"Stay with me... you'll be just fine... stay awake Hiccup, stay awake..."

"Hiccup!"

He looked up. Wrenlou came running towards them, Broghan on his heels. Both looked incredibly worried and Wrenlou was at the brink of tears as he knelt at Hiccup's side. Dale took a deep breath, trying to calm the panic that swirled inside him. In all his years of teaching, none of his students had ever fallen like this.

"Broghan," he said, his voice only slightly shaking, "go to Dragoncity. Get a healer. As fast as you can."

The brown-haired boy nodded and stood up, whistling to his dragon and he was sin the air flying towards the city in mere seconds. Dale looked back at Hiccup. The boy had lost consciousness, but the pained expression was clearly visible on his face.

"Dale..." Wrenlou whispered, "what happened?"

"I... I don't know," Dale admitted, "he... he just went down... it had to have been the tailfin, it couldn't have been anything else really..."

Wrenlou looked back at Toothless. The dragon looked fine, pressed against the ground with worried eyes never leaving the boy. He looked up when Wrenlou approached him and whined softly.

"Shh... it's not your fault..." Wrenlou muttered while walking around the dragon, towards his tail.

Dale looked up when he came back. "And?"

"Definitely the prosthetic. The wire is snapped in two. He wouldn't have been able to control it at all... oh gods... he will be okay, yes? Please tell me he will be okay..."

"I... I don't know..." Dale muttered, stroking a lock of hair from Hiccup's forehead, "I really don't know... let's get him inside, shall we?"

Wrenlou nodded and stood up, silent tears slipping from his eyes as he helped Dale to lift Hiccup from the ground. He carried the boy to his cabin as careful as he could and gently lowered him onto the bed.

"Stay with him," he told Wrenlou, "I'll be right back."

Wrenlou nodded, tears burning in his eyes and as soon as Dale left, he sat down next to Hiccup. As he stared down at his face he couldn't help but think back to when he had first found him, how still he had been then. Tentatively he reached out, carefully touching Hiccup's cheek, trying to get some reaction, but the boy kept still, not acknowledging the touch. His left arm was resting on his chest, clearly broken and bent the wrong way. His left hand was also broken, the bones in an unnatural position, and his own hand hovered above Hiccup's injured one. He didn't dare touch it though. Even if he had read every possible medical book, he was no healer, and he might make things worse. He looked up when Dale came back, carrying a bowl with steaming water.

"Here," the man said, handing him the bowl and a clean cloth, "hold that on his head."

"Is the healer here yet?" Wrenlou asked softly, wringing the cloth a little before carefully placing it on Hiccup's head.

Dale shook his head. "No. And you know that Dragoncity is a fair distance away. It may be some time before he arrives," he looked at Hiccup's broken arm, "you read the medical books right? Do you know how to set a broken arm?"

"I...in theory, y...yes," Wrenlou stuttered, "I... I never did it for real though. I can't do it. What if I make things worse?"

Dale sighed, placing a hand on Wrenlou's shoulder. "Wrenlou, I know you've always wanted to become a healer. And I know that because of everything that's happened, it never worked out. You read the books, you know what to do. That means you also know that is we don't set the bone, he might lose his arm when the healer get's here. And we don't want that, do we?"

Wrenlou shook his head and wiped the tears from his face. Then he turned to Hiccup's broken arm, his hand hovering over the fracture.

"I can't do it," he whispered, "I can't hurt him more!"

Dale rounded the bed and sat down next to him, pulling him close. For a while the man said nothing, he just held Wrenlou against his chest, rubbing his back while the boy cried into his shoulder.

"Please Wrenlou," he whispered, "I don't want Hiccup to lose his arm because of this. I need yo to do this."

Wrenlou nodded and dried his face with his sleeve. Then he closed his eyes for a moment, trying to recall the information on broken bones, and he took a deep breath while he took hold of Hiccup's arm.

"I'm sorry..." he mumbled, "I'm so sorry..."

With a swift motion, he snapped the broken bone back in place, and Hiccup bolted upright, screaming at the top of his lungs. Wrenlou took a shuddering breath, regretting hurting his friend like this, but he held Hiccup's arm while Dale pushed the boy back down. Hiccup shuddered and fell unconscious again, an opportunity Dale seized to quickly bandage his arm to keep the bone in place until the healer came. Wrenlou also set the bones in Hiccup's hands, and by then he hated himself. Hiccup had become restless, tossing and turning as if he was plagued by nightmares, and sometimes he would cry out an incoherent word in Norse.

"Stay with him," Dale said, "I'll see if the healer is here yet."

Wrenlou nodded and Dale stood up, when he was about to open the door, Wrenlou's soft voice stopped him.

"He can never know I did this..." Wrenlou whispered, gesturing to Hiccup's arm, "I don't want him to know I hurt him on purpose."

Dale smiled weakly. "I won't tell him. Wait with him. I'll be right back."

After the door closed Wrenlou sighed and looked at Hiccup. He started to carefully wash the blood from his head as much as he could.

"Please be okay," he mumbled, "please Hiccup, please wake up."

Hiccup only groaned while he washed the blood away, still tossing and turning, but he showed no signs that he would wake up soon.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Broghan nearly crash-landed in front of the hospital in Dragoncity and, ignoring the shouts from other riders, he ran inside, Moonchaser's wailing in his ears. He simply ran into the first room he saw, and the two healers looked up frowning when he barged through the door.

"We..." he started, gasping for breath, "he..."

"Easy," one of the men said while standing up, "take a deep breath. What's going on?"

"He... fell..." Broghan coughed, "Hiccup, he fell... His arm's broken for sure, and he hit his head. We need a healer in the Bay, right now."

"When did this happen?" the second healer asked while he started packing a bag with some medical supplies, "from what height did he fall?"

"I came here right after," Broghan said, taking a sip from the glass of water he was offered, "maybe an hour ago? And I don't know... high enough to break some bones."

"Alright, I'll come with you. Wait outside, okay?"

Broghan nodded and emptied the glass before giving it back. As he walked back to Moonchaser, the image of Hiccup falling towards the ground wouldn't leave him alone. He didn't have to wait long. Only a few minutes later the healer came out, followed by his dragon.

"Lead the way," the man said, mounting the dragon, the bag firmly on his shoulder.

Broghan nodded and Moonchaser spread her wings. As fast as he could he flew back, but because he was still young, Moonchaser did not yet possess the speed and strength of the healer's dragon, and soon he had fallen behind. He didn't really care. The sooner the healer was with Hiccup, the better. Had it been Wrenlou who had fallen, his heart had exploded with worry and fear. He was still worried, but he didn't feel the same throbbing concern he knew he would have felt for Wrenlou.

When he finally arrived at the bay, he found the healer's dragon curled up outside of Hiccup's cabin. Snowflake and Toothless were also there, Snowflake curled around Toothless as the ebony dragon whimpered his concern. He landed, but was afraid to enter, so he lingered outside, soon joined by Leila and the twins. His own worry was reflected in their eyes and he sighed. Hiccup had become a part of their group, a part none of them wanted to lose again.
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Hiccup sat on the bench, Wrenlou next to him. The dark haired boy was rubbing his back, trying to console him and ease his sobs.

"I'm sorry," Hiccup mumbled, wiping his tears on his sleeve, "I don't know why I can't stop."

"It's okay," Wrenlou said, "really. You've been through something terrifying. I don't blame you."

Hiccup sniffed a little, still drying his face on his sleeve. Then he looked up, his emerald green eyes still shining with tears.

"W...where's Toothless...?" he whispered, suddenly remembering the ebony dragon that was his best friend.

"A bit further down the beach," Wrenlou said, "Dale had Broghan take him there, with all the dragons."

"Broghan?" Hiccup mumbled, but as soon as he spoke the name, the face of an older boy popped in his head, with warm brown eyes, short brown hair and a gentle smile, "oh... your brother, right?"

Wrenlou nodded and stood up, extending a hand. "Why don't you go back to your cabin. I'll get Toothless for you."

Taking the hand, Hiccup nodded. He allowed Wrenlou to pull him to his feet and followed him slowly, out of the Hall and into the sun. The sand was warm under his feet and he wriggled his toes a little, before walking after Wrenlou.

When he entered the cabin, new memories started to come back, and he remembered how he slept every night, surrounded by a black dragon that kept him in his wings. He smiled weakly as he clambered onto the bed, pulling his legs to his chest.

"I'll be right back," Wrenlou mumbled, then he quickly left.

Pressing his back against the wall, Hiccup waited. And while he waited, the memories flooded him from all sides. He suddenly remembered the growling he had heard shortly after he had woken up, and now realized that it had been Toothless, or one of the other dragons. He also remembered how he had reacted when Toothless had come in, cowering in the corner of the bed, screaming as his dragon tried to get close.

He didn't know how long he waited, but he looked up when the door opened, his heart jumping up when he saw Wrenlou, and behind him, Toothless' black head. Wrenlou stepped aside and gestured the dragon forward, but Toothless didn't move, probably also remembering how his boy had reacted before.

"T...Toothless..." Hiccup whispered, stretching his arms out to the dragon, unable to stop the tears, "it's... it's okay bud... I remember now.. please Toothless..."

Toothless came into the room, but stayed at the door, his entire posture betraying his anxiety. He had his wings tucked against his side, his tail between his legs and his ear frills were flat against his head. His pupils were big and round and looked at Hiccup with great sadness.

"P...please..." Hiccup sobbed, "please Toothless, it's okay. Don't leave me bud, please..."

Toothless crooned and took a step closer. Then, without warning, he launched forward, landing with his front paws in the bed. He nuzzled Hiccup's chest, crooning and chirping, wriggling in excitement as he pressed his face against his chest. Crying, Hiccup hugged the dragon, burying his face in Toothless' neck. Toothless pushed forward, pushing Hiccup back until he could lay his head down on his chest, and Hiccup took a few shuddering breaths. A deep purr rumbled in Toothless' throat and it vibrated in his chest, and he brought his hand up to rest it on the dragon's nose. He closed his eyes, feeling the dragons smooth scales under his palm.

The door opened again and a man entered, and Hiccup looked at him frowning.

"Dale?" he asked hesitantly, and the man nodded.

He walked further into the room, and sat down on the edge of the bed. Toothless looked at him, then closed his eyes again, purring happily on Hiccup's chest.

"So," Dale started and Hiccup looked up at him, "you remember everything now?"

Hiccup shook his head. "Not everything," he said, "there are still some things I don't remember. But most of it is back."

"Good," Dale smiled, "that is good. You gave us quite a scare. For a moment I thought we lost you. How's your arm?"

Hiccup glanced at his arm, still wrapped tightly, and he shrugged. "It's fine. Doesn't really hurt. it... it will heal, right? I... I mean..."

"It will," Dale said reassuringly, "it was a clean break. The... healer set the bone and he said that with enough rest, it should be good as new in no time. Speaking of which, I should contact him, to let him know you remember. I think he'll be thrilled to hear that."

He stood up, ruffling Hiccup's hair before walking to the door. He looked back with a smile, then stepped outside, softly closing the door. Hiccup exhaled slowly, staring at his left hand. Now that he had his memory back, he also remembered that his left hand was his dominant hand. Meaning he couldn't draw or write while he was recovering. He looked up when Wrenlou sat down next to him.

"Wren? What exactly happened? Why did we fall?"

"Is that one of the things you don't remember?" Wrenlou asked and when Hiccup nodded, he continued: "the wire you use to control the tailfin with, it snapped in two. Simple wear and tear I think, but because it snapped the fin closed, and that's why it wouldn't open again. I checked the gears and everything, it's all fine. Just the wire. I believe Dale already asked the blacksmith to make a new one for you."

"The wire?" Hiccup asked, puzzled.

When Wrenlou nodded, he frowned. He had always believed that the metal wire he had created was one of the strongest parts of the prosthetic. Never once had the thought that it could break entered his mind. Toothless crooned and nuzzled his neck, breathing warm air through his hair. Wrinkling his nose, Hiccup pushed the dragon away.

"Toothless, your breath smells like rotten fish," he mumbled and Toothless shrunk back, until he could lay his head on Hiccup's feet.

Silence filled the room, only broken by the sound of Toothless' happy purrs. Hiccup had his eyes closed, trying to get a grip on the memories that flooded his mind. They seemed out of order, visions of Berk mixing with memories from Dragoncity. It frustrated him that there seemed to be things that eluded him even now. He didn't have the slightest idea how he ended up here, on the island, but he knew that he had been injured. How or what had happened, he had no idea.

He sighed and sat up, finding that he was alone besides Toothless. While he had been thinking, Wrenlou had left. Before he could ask himself why, the boy came back, and he was bringing food. Not a steaming bowl of soup this time, but something more substantial.

"I thought you might be hungry," he said sitting down, "and you can eat this yourself. I don't think you want me to feed you again..."

Hiccup felt his cheeks get warm, and he shook his head. Silently, he took the bread from Wrenlou, pulling small bit off of it while he carefully held it in his left hand.

"Wren? What happens now?"

"What do you mean?" Wrenlou asked, pulling out a whetstone and a knife.

"Well... do I get back in training?" Hiccup asked, "I mean... I kinda proved I'm a risk while I'm flying... I could drop out of the sky at any time!"

"Only when you don't take care of your equipment," Wrenlou pointed out, "really Hiccup, you think that something like this would get you kicked out? Have I told you Snowflake and I nearly died on our first flight?"

"I... I don't think so..." Hiccup mumbled, "what happened?"

"I got scared," Wrenlou said, "I didn't trust her. And we flew into one of the sea stacks. I broke my leg, got a concussion, Snowflake sprained her wing."

"Really?" Hiccup asked, disbelief clearly audible in his voice.

"Yeah..." Wrenlou said, stretching the word, "Snow and I never were flying prodigies... Look, the point is, any one can fall. We all have. In fact, you won't find a rider in Dragoncity who didn't fall off at one point. All get hurt, some more serious then others. You just had the bad luck of hitting your head. But you got lucky you didn't hit the rocks. Just... promise me you'll take care of the fin..."

"I promise," Hiccup said nodding, "I will check it weekly from now on. I don't want to lose my memory again."

"I don't want you to forget me again," Wrenlou said softly, "it was hard enough to watch you struggle and not be able to tell you what you wanted to know."

They sat in silence for a while, Hiccup slowly eating the bread. When he was left with the hard crust he looked up again. He glanced at Wrenlou.

"Wren?"

"Yes?" Wrenlou replied without looking up from the knife he was sharpening.

"I don't blame you..."

Surprised, the black-haired boy look up. "Blame me? Why would you blame me? For what?"

"For not telling me. I know it was what the healer said, and I know that you wanted to help but couldn't, so I don't blame you."

Wrenlou smiled. "I'm glad. Get some rest, I'll stay here."

Hiccup nodded and leaned back, closing his eyes.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Hiccup sat on the beach, watching the others train in the distance. Toothless lay behind him, purring softly. He had his tail wrapped around Hiccup and they simply rested in the sun together. A shadow passed over them, but the dragon that landed in front of them wasn't any dragon he knew. And then, to his surprise, the blacksmith jumped off the dragon's back and walked towards him with a bundle under his arm.

"Hiccup!" the man greeted him and he sat down on the sand, "I brought you your tailfin back."

Hiccup sat up, staring at the man, then his eyes went to the wrapped up bundle. The man smiled and reached into his pocket, pulling out a coiled up roll of wire.

"Here. I made a new one. I hope it's strong enough. It's thinner than the one you had, but it's stronger.

I also replaced the gears, and I believe that I did it right, but you might want to check anyway. Here."

The man moved the bundle to Hiccup's lap, who pulled the fabric away curiously. His eyes widened as soon as he saw the fin.

"I... eh.. also replaced the leather... it was wearing out on some places, and this is much lighter and stronger. If you don't like it, I can change it back..."

Hiccup just stared at the prosthetic in his hands. The dark brown leather had been replaced with a light green fabric, the gears shone like new. He looked up, tears in is eyes.

"As I said, you should check if I did it right. And if you don't like the colour... I just figured, you seem to like green a lot."

He gestured to Hiccup's green tunic, and the boy nodded, pulling the fin open.

"Look at it bud," he whispered, "do you like it?"

Toothless looked up and crooned, sniffing the prosthetic. He cooed happily, then licked the side of Hiccup's face. With a scowl he pushed the dragon away and looked at the blacksmith, wiping the spit from his face.

"I love it," he mumbled, "and the dragon approves."

A wide smile spread across the man's face and he stood up, brushing the sand off his clothes. "Glad I could help! And if there's anything you need fixin', ever, don't hesitate to ask."

Hiccup just nodded, still flabbergasted, and the man left. He looked at the prosthetic again, opening and closing it a few times. It moved easily, without hitching and he smiled.

"Come here bud, let's get this on you."

Toothless looked up and crooned again, before presenting his tail to Hiccup so that he could fasten the prosthetic. The hardest part was getting the wire in place, especially with one hand, but after a lot of frustration and starting over, he managed to get it in place again.

"Okay..." he whispered, "here we go."

He got into the saddle and rested his foot on the pedal. Then he took a deep breath, and pressed down. There was no resistance, no sound but when he looked back, the fin had opened. A smile spread across his face, but before he could even think of taking off, a hand grabbed his wrists and when he looked back, he saw Dale next to him.

"I think you should hold off on flying until you're fully healed, don't you think?"

Hiccup nodded and slipped from the saddle again, Dale's strong arms supporting him when he stumbled. The man smiled at him and he looked up, the warm expression on Dale's face suddenly bringing a new wave of tears. He wrapped his arms around the man's waist, pressing his face into his shirt. After a moment, he felt how Dale gently hugged him, hushing him softly.

"What's wrong?" the man asked after a while, "Hiccup, what's wrong?"

Hiccup looked up, his face wet with tears. "I wish you were my dad..." he whispered.

Dale smiled and took his face in his hands, rubbing away the tears with his thumbs. "I can't be your father," he said softly, "but I can be your mentor, your friend. And I want you to know that if there's anything, anything at all, you can tell me about it, okay? You can trust me."

"I know," Hiccup mumbled, drying his tears, "I just wish you were my dad."

"Well..." Dale said, straightening his back, "I care for you, Hiccup, truly I do. You've been through some nasty things, and I really hope I can help you get balance in your life."

Hiccup smiled, hugging the man in front of him again. "I was so scared..." he whispered, "I thought I'd never remember."

"I was scared too," Dale said, hugging him tightly, "you've only just joined us, I didn't want to lose you again. None of us did." He pulled away and put his hands on Hiccup's shoulders. "Rest. Let your arm heal. And when it has, you and I are gonna show em, shall we? We'll prove your former family wrong."

Hiccup's smile widened and he nodded. Toothless gave him a push from behind, so he turned and hugged the dragon. He looked up at Dale, still standing next to him.

"Thanks..." he mumbled, and Dale nodded.

"Get some rest," the man said while he turned around, "oh... and Hiccup? No flying... I don't want another accident."

Hiccup nodded and yelped as Toothless pushed him down on the sand, laying his head on his chest.

"Looks like I have nothing to worry about!" Dale laughed, "Toothless' got you covered."

"Yeah..." Hiccup said stroking the dragon's nose, "don't worry bud, I'll be fine. Really. I'll be fine..."

He stared up to the sky, a few lazy clouds drifting by, the warm wind blowing through his hair, and smiled. He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes, falling asleep before he knew it.
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Snowflake carefully landed on the lowest sea stack, only a couple of feet above the waterline, and folded her wings. Toothless followed and landed next to her, Hiccup sliding from her back with practiced ease. He stretched his arms, flexing his growing muscles and smiled as he watched Wrenlou dismount as well. He sighed, rubbing a hand through his hair and studied the small scar on his wrist, the only visible reminder of the accident that cost him his memory, and nearly his life, only two months ago.

Since then, he had gotten back in training, and he had trained hard. He found he liked the exercises, he liked practicing with archery and sword fighting, and to his delight, he had finally started to develop a more muscular physique. He had gotten stronger, faster, he had even grown taller. Wrenlou was still taller, he would always be taller, but Hiccup liked the idea that he could grow out of his scrawniness.

As he watched Wrenlou's bare arms, then looked to his own, he also noticed that his skin had finally started to get darker. Instead of more freckles, he had started to tan. Nowhere near as much as Wrenlou or the others, but he was no longer the pale kid that had left Berk a year ago.

A year. Had it really been a year since he had left his home? Had he really been here for almost six months? He had to be... the final exams and the initiation was coming up fast, only a few weeks away. Did he think he was ready? No, he did not. Six months was nowhere near enough time to learn everything the others had learned in three years, even if the first year of that was trying to raise a dragonbaby without getting burned. But his, and theirs, time in the Bay was coming to a rapid end, and soon he would have to move to Dragoncity. The thought scared him, and excited him at the same time. When he said those words, swore that oath, it would become official. He would be a Dragon Rider of Dragoncity.

He had no idea what he would do after that. What he would do to make his stay in the city useful. He knew he couldn't just sit around all day. He would get bored, and he would essentially be wasting resources and living space. No, he would have to find something that would make his stay worth while. He was leaning towards blacksmithing. Mostly because he liked it, and partially because he already knew most of the tricks and techniques. It helped that the blacksmith liked him.

Wrenlou sat down next to him, handing him a fishing rod and Hiccup took it, carefully sticking the bait on the hook, and then he threw his line. It wasn't the first time they had gone fishing, and he knew it wouldn't be the last, but he still didn't really see the fun in staring at a line for a long time, hoping to catch something. In his eyes, nets were far more effective. Wrenlou had explained to him that fishing like this wasn't necessarily for food, but more for fun. He couldn't imagine biting down on a yummy bit of food and getting a hook through your lip was fun.

He leaned back against Toothless, still reminiscing on the things that had past. His nightmares about the man that had nearly killed him had almost disappeared completely, and the last time he had dreamt about Berk was even before the accident.

Sighing, he closed his eyes. Berk... What would have become of the island... Would they miss him? Probably not. All he ever did was break things, make things worse. He hadn't even been able to kill a dragon! Of course, not killing the dragon had led him on the biggest adventure of his life, like meeting his best friend, finding the home of the Night Furies, finding a city full of dragon riders... Although, technically he didn't fine the city. Not that it made a difference. Well, it did. He was sure that if he had found the city himself, he would have wanted to be a part of the bustling every day life filled with dragon companions, he just knew he would have never worked up the nerve to actually approach one of the riders. Even more because he knew they didn't speak his language, at all.

Something tucked on the rod in his hands, and he sat up. They rarely caught anything, but when they did, he couldn't help but be excited. He stared at the water, the dark shapes shooting by, but nothing moved his line again, and he sighed.

He reached into Toothless' saddlebag, pulling out an orange. The dragon crooned softly and he scratched his chin a little, before sliding the rod under his paw so he had his hands free to peel the fruit he had come to love so much.

His mind wandered back to Berk while he peeled the orange without thinking. He had never known oranges on Berk. Or any other kind of fruit really. All that grew on Berk were certain kinds of grain. Every meal had been the same, bread, meat and stale beer. Here, even in Learners Bay, the meals were divers, and he had come to know a selection of fruits, vegetables and meat, accompanied by the fine taste of wine or tea. It seemed that every meal on Night Fury Island was a feast, something worth celebrating.

He sighed and looked down, pulling the last bit of the peek from the orange. Without thinking, he crumbled the orange things in his hand and before he knew it, something squirted up, straight into his eye. He yelped and dropped the things, grunting as he pressed his fist against his eye. When he felt a hand on his shoulder he looked up, Wrenlou looking at him worriedly. He grunted again as he rubbed his eye, but the burning feeling didn't go away. If anything, it got worse.

"Hiccup?" Wrenlou asked softly, "what happened?"

Wordlessly, Hiccup pointed to the orange peels next to him, and Wrenlou's eyes widened in understanding. He turned a little, pulling the canteen with water from Snowflake's saddlebag.

"Here. Wash it away."

Hiccup stared at him, his hand still over his eye. "You want me to pour more water in my eye?"

"It helps, believe me. It happened to me a few times before. Rubbing will only make it worse."

He sighed and took the canteen from Wrenlou. After he had poured water over his face, blinking rapidly when it got into his eyes, he screwed the cap back on and turned to Wrenlou.

"Why do oranges have such impeccable aim?" he asked, still rubbing his eye.

A smile spread across Wrenlou's face and he shrugged. "I don't know. They seem to have a thing for eyes though. As I said, I've had orange juice in my eyes a few times."

Hiccup blinked a few times, seeing his vision clear up again, although his eye was still burning. He grunted as he wiped the water from his face, then he picked up the orange he had dropped in his lap.

"I will eat you as punishment," he said, staring at the fruit, "but first I will dismember you."

With that, he picked the orange apart, separating each and every piece carefully, and he laid them out on his leg. Wrenlou watched him with an amused smile.

"You know that oranges aren't sentient right?" he asked when Hiccup picked the first part from his leg and slowly ate it.

"So? It will make me feel better," Hiccup answered, eating the second and third piece at the same time, "stupid orange. Nearly blinded me."

"You'll be fine!" Wrenlou laughed, lightly punching his shoulder, "oranges can't really blind you."

Hiccup just grumbles as he ate the last six pieces at once, and pulled his fishing rod from Toothless' paws. Silence fell between them, then Hiccup rubbed his wrist and glanced at Wrenlou.

"I know," he said softly.

"Know what?" Wrenlou asked looking up, a look of confusion on his face.

Hiccup took a deep breath, his hand slipping from his wrist and he stared at the water for a moment. Then he looked up at Wrenlou again and he smiled weakly.

"W...what you did..." he mumbled, "a...after I fell..."

"What do you mean?" Wrenlou asked, still confused.

"I... I know you set my arm," Hiccup said, his voice slightly shaking at the memory.

He didn't see how the colour had practically drained from Wrenlou's face, and the boy sat frozen at his words.

"Hiccup... I'm sorry..."

"It's okay," Hiccup said looking up, "really. I don't blame you. I... I'm glad you did it. I don't want to lose my arm..."

He turned to the water again while Wrenlou slowly blew out the breath he had been holding. The silence between them seemed to hold more tension than first, but it was obliterated when Hiccup suddenly hugged Wrenlou tightly.

"Thanks," he whispered, "for being there for me. Even if you didn't tell me, you were there for me." He pulled away, a little flustered by his own spontaneous action, and looked up at Wrenlou. "You've saved my life twice now."

Wrenlou smiled and shook his head. "I didn't save your life that time, when you fell. The beach did. You were incredibly lucky not to hit the rocks."

Hiccup shuddered and nodded, wrapping his arms around his torso. Wrenlou put a hand on his shoulder and squeezed it lightly.

"Change of subject," he said, turning his attention to his fishing rod again, "do you think we'll catch anything today?"

Hiccup shrugged and they fell silent as they both watched their lines for any movement, but it seemed that the fish weren't very hungry, and for a long time, they didn't bite. They were just about to give up, when Hiccup suddenly sat up, nudging Wrenlou's shoulder. When his friend turned around frowning, he gestured to his line before Wrenlou could open his mouth to ask what was wrong.

Wrenlou's eyes widened when he saw how a dark shape fought in the water, and was pulling the line so hard that the tip of rod bent down towards the water. He jumped up, grabbing the rod before the fish could pull it from Hiccup's hands. Hiccup grunted as he strained his arms, trying to get the fish out of the water and onto the rock, but the silvery animal was strong, and refused to go down without a fight. They braced themselves as they pulled with all their strength, the rod bending more and more as they tried to get the fish out of the water.

Toothless perked up and crooned softly, getting up when he saw the fish struggling in the water. Snowflake's interest was also peaked and she joined Toothless, both dragons staring at the fish hungrily. The boys didn't notice as they did their best to haul the fish in, but the rod was now bending so far that the tip actually submerged in the water.

"If it bends any further, it's gonna..." Hiccup started, but just then the rod broke in two and they tumbled back, Wrenlou nearly rolling off the edge of the sea stack, "...snap..." Hiccup added staring at the broken rod in his hands, "there has to be a better way to do this!"

Before Wrenlou could answer, there was a loud splash, and Snowflake soon resurfaced, holding the fish in her claws. She landed next to Toothless and placed the now dead fish in front of Hiccup and Wrenlou, looking at them expectantly.

"Yeah... just eat it now," Wrenlou mumbled while he got up, "it's a big one though. Good catch Hiccup."

"Would have been... if the rod hadn't snapped and the dragons hadn't eaten it," Hiccup mumbled and he brushed off his clothes.

"Oh well," Wrenlou sighed, "those things happen. It's not the first that has snapped, won't be the last."

"But there has to be a way to do it differently," Hiccup mumbled while he picked the tip from the rod from the ground, the line still attached to the fish that was quickly devoured by the dragons, "what if you could change the length of the line somehow... or something."

Wrenlou raised an eyebrow. "And how would you do that?"

"I don't know..." Hiccup sighed and he straightened his back, "let's just..."

He froze, staring at the sky behind Wrenlou, and the boy frowned.

"Hiccup? Something wrong?"

"I... I don't know..." Hiccup said, still staring at the sky, "Wrenlou, what is that?"
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"What's what?" Wrenlou asked while he turned around so he could see what Hiccup was revering to.

"That..." Hiccup said as he pointed towards the darkening horizon.

Wrenlou took a few steps forward, staring at the dark clouds that were coming towards them alarmingly fast.

"We need to leave," he said, "now."

"But... what is it? Wren?"

"Get your stuff together," Wrenlou said, "we have to leave."

"What is it then!" Hiccup nearly shouted and Wrenlou turned to him, panting slightly.

"Hurricane. And believe me... you do not want to be caught in it."

"Hurricane? What's that?" Hiccup asked while he started to gather the broken remains of his fishing rod.

"It's a storm," Wrenlou said, "but bigger and badder. Do you know what waterspouts are?" When Hiccup nodded, he continued, "hurricanes are like that. Only they don't stay above the water. They just form there. But when they hit the shore, it's trouble. Every one and every thing not inside or tied down will be blown away. And flying in them is deadly and impossible. We have to warn Dale, possibly Dragoncity. Are you done?"

Hiccup nodded, turning to the black sky again. The clouds were a lot closer, and the wind was picking up. Both Toothless and Snowflake were starting to get restless, whimpering while they looked at their riders with pleading eyes.

"Easy girl," Wrenlou mumbled, rubbing Snowflake's nose, "we're leaving."

They mounted quickly and the dragons took off, flying back towards the Bay as soon as possible. Hiccup kept glancing back towards the clouds that were approaching rapidly.

"They're also fast," Wrenlou said, looking back as well, "you should get used to it, we get two or three every year."

"Every year?" Hiccup almost yelled, "two or three?"

"Don't worry. Dragoncity was built to withstand them, that's why most of the city is inside the rocks. And the houses at Learners Bay were made to be easily build and rebuild. We have a shelter there. We'll be completely save. The last time some one died in a hurricane is five years ago."

"Died!?" Hiccup shrieked and he clenched on to Toothless' saddle with all his strength, "that doesn't make me feel any better!"

"I'm sorry," Wrenlou said, glancing back again, "it's too early anyway. It shouldn't be here just yet."

"W..what do you mean?" Hiccup asked, looking bak again.

"Normally the season starts later," Wrenlou said, "usually some time after initiation. It's too early. But it has been warm this year... maybe that's the reason."

Hiccup didn't respond, but he kept looking back as they flew towards the Bay as fast as they could. The wind kept picking up speed, pulling on their hair and clothes, and a few times the Night Furies lost their balance and they were swept to the side. When the Bay finally came into view, Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief. He had seen waterspouts, quite some big ones too, but they were only dangerous when you were in a boat. This... this followed you on land. They landed in a spray of sand and without dismounting, they steered the dragons towards the Hall.

"Dale!" Wrenlou shouted when they pushed the door open, "Dale!"

The man looked up from the book he was reading, frowning when he saw there disheveled state.

"What's wrong?" he asked frowning, "Wrenlou? Hiccup? What's wrong?"

"H...h...hurricane..." Wrenlou coughed, and Dale's eyes grew wide.

"This early in season?" he asked bewildered, "are you sure?"

Wrenlou just nodded and Dale walked towards the door, his eyes growing even wider when he saw the ever darkening sky.

"Okay," he said turning to the two boys, "fly to Dragoncity, warn them. Have them send a message to Lightcity as well. Come straight back when your done. The storm itself is still hours away, the rain hasn't started yet, there is still time. Warn them, then come straight back, understand?"

They nodded and ran towards the dragons again. While they were flying towards Dragoncity, Hiccup turned to Wrenlou.

"The rain?" he asked, "what does he mean by that?"

"Rain means landfall," Wrenlou said, "when it comes ashore. If the rain starts, you should get your ass inside, or you're dead for sure. As long as there's no rain, it's safe to walk outside. Even though you might get blown away. Literally."

"Oh..." Hiccup mumbled and he stared at the ground racing by, "and you get these things every year?"

Wrenlou nodded. "Yes. I'm sorry. I should have told you. I guess I'm just used to it happening I forgot they could be new to you."

"It's okay..." Hiccup said, "really. I'll get used to it."

0-0-0-0-0

"Broghan? Broghan!"

"What is it?" Broghan asked while he came to a stop right beside Dale taking a few deep breaths.

"Go to the medical cabin. Get the medical supplies in the fault under the floor. Susan? Su.. oh there you are. I want you and Leila to get everything in our cabins in the faults, everything that might be blown away. Sharon! You come with me. We have to protect the crops. Or we'll be without food like last year. We have a few hours until landfall, let's save what we can!"

They nodded and Broghan ran off. The others also went to do their tasks, and they finished just when the first drops of rain started falling. Then they gathered at the shelter, the dragons already inside. Wrenlou and Hiccup were nowhere to be found.

"Where are they!" Broghan practically screamed, "they should have been back by now!"

"Get inside!" Dale yelled at him while he did his best to keep standing in the strong wind that now swept over the island, "we can't wait any longer!"

"But Dale! We can't leave them out there! They'll be killed!"

"Broghan, if we wait any longer, we'll be killed. I'm sure they found shelter. They're smart, they'll survive. They have to. Now get inside."

Broghan nodded, although the worried look on his face only grew as he slipped through the door. Dale turned back to the beach, the rain beating down on the sand and the wind whipping the trees through the air.

"Wrenlou! Hiccup! Hiiiiiccuuup! Wreeeeeenlouuuu!"

But even with his hands cupped around his mouth the sound of his voice dissipated almost immediately and the wind was now getting so strong he could hardly keep himself standing. After one last look at the beach, where the sand was now swirling and spiraling into the air, he also slipped inside the shelter and closed the door. Once inside, he leaned against the wall, brushing his soaking wet hair out of his face.

"Where are you," he mumbled, looking at the door, "by gods, where are you."
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As soon as they landed in Dragoncity, mumbles arose from the crowd surrounding them quickly. Before they had a chance to speak, a voice rang out across the plaza, and the mass of riders and dragons parted to let a large man and an equally large dragon through.

"What is the meaning of this?" he asked frowning, crossing his arms when he saw the two young riders, "what are you two doing here? You are not allowed to come to Dragoncity without specific permission!"

"I... we're sorry sir," Wrenlou said sliding to the ground, "Dale send us. There's a storm coming, a big one. And it's heading for the city. He asked us to warn you, and to say that it would be best to send a warning to Lightcity as well."

The man's frown deepened as he drew his brows so close they almost touched each other. "A storm you say? This early in season? Are you sure?"

"We both saw it sir," Wrenlou said sounding a little offended, "off the coast. It's a few hours out I think."

The man hummed thoughtfully, then turned to two riders on his left. "You two. Check to see how far that storm is out. And you." he turned to a woman on his right, "go to Lightcity and warn them. The rest of us will prepare the city."

While the dragons and their riders fanned out to get the city hurricane proof, Wrenlou climbed back onto Snowflake's back and turned to Hiccup. Before he could open his mouth to speak, the large man approached them again.

"We will need your help. With three riders out, we can use all extra hands."

"But sir," Wrenlou protested, "Dale expects us back in the Bay. If we stay, we won't make it back in time."

The man smiled softly. "You are hereby permitted to stay in the Dragoncity shelter until the storm blows over. And I'll personally escort you back to the Bay to explain things to Dale. Okay?"

Wrenlou glanced at Hiccup, who just stared back. The man's size was overwhelming and reminded him of how his father had always towered over him, so he felt a little overpowered. Wrenlou, realizing Hiccup wouldn't help him make a decision, looked back to the man in front of them, and finally nodded.

"Alright!" the man cheered, "why don't you help with boarding up the rooms? Will be good practice too."

Wrenlou nodded and the man left. As soon as they saw his dragon take off, Hiccup seemed to come out of his trance and he looked over at Wrenlou.

"Boarding up the rooms? What does that mean?"

In response, Wrenlou just pointed to the row of rooms behind Hiccup and when he turned, he found that the riders were busy securing metal plates in front of the openings.

"How does that work?" Hiccup asked, his curiousity spiked.

"There are sloths around it, the metal covers slide right in. Come on, they need our help."

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou towards the other riders already working on securing the rooms. After one of the older riders had shown them how to lock the covers in place, they set to work on the middle section. Every one of them required two riders, one on the outside to hold it in place, while someone on the inside secured it. Since Hiccup had to control Toothless's fin to keep him flying, and that was very hard to combine with holding a large metal circle, he was inside the rooms locking the metal covers while Wrenlou was outside, holding them up.

"You know, this is hard if you don't stay still!" Hiccup yelled.

Wrenlou squinted at him, his black hair flying around his face. He shouted something back, but the wind blew his words away before Hiccup could hear them. He didn't really need to. The wind was blowing through the city, dark clouds quickly drowning out the sunlight, and he saw how the dragons were fighting to stay in the air. Across from him, one of the younger dragons was blown from her wings, and she fell to the ground, flailing her wings to regain control, but the wind was too strong.

Snowflake wailed, her wings straining tremendously as she fought to keep her position. Just as Hiccup locked the cover, Snowflake also lost control in the strong wind, and she was blown away from the opening. Hiccup couldn't see her, but he heard her shriek and Wrenlou's terrified scream, and he ran down the stairs.

Just as he stepped outside he saw them tumble towards the plaza, making a rough landing where the dragon was able to pull her legs under her just in time. Struggling to stay standing in the strong wind, Hiccup made his way towards them. When he reached them, a low whine drew his attention to Toothless, the dragon pressed against the ground while the wind was pulling on the prosthetic on his tail. Before he could do anything, the strong wind got a grip on the fabric and ripped it from the metal rods, the green piece dancing through the city.

"Hey!" the same big man from before called out, "get inside you two! We can handle the rest!"

Wrenlou nodded, practically clinging to Snowflake's saddle and Hiccup turned to Toothless, finding the dragon still pressed on the ground. He gestured to the dragon and Toothless crawled towards him, whining softly at the loss of his tailfin.

"It's okay bud," Hiccup whispered, although he wasn't sure if the dragon heard him as his voice was blown away in the wind, "we'll make a new one."

He climbed onto the dragons back, clinging to the saddle much like Wrenlou was, and they were led towards the shelter, a few of the other riders going in with them. The shelter was a large space, carved into the rock wall, the door shielded by an rocky protrusion that kept most of the rain and wind away. Inside was a network of tunnels, splitting up in several directions, each new tunnel leading to a large room with a row of beds, a table, some cabinets and a large space where the dragons could curl up to sleep. The rooms were lit by torches and fires, the fire giving the rooms a soft orange glow.

They were led into the second room, a few other riders already there. One of them was a young man, missing his right hand, and Hiccup found his eyes immediately drawn to the shortened limb. He remembered what Wrenlou had told him some months earlier. About a young rider losing his hand due to sheer stupidity. Rico, his name had been. He looked away ashamed when he realized he was staring at it, and sat down one of the beds.

As the other riders came in, some entering the large space then exiting again, he started to calm down again. The frantic running around and scare of Wrenlou almost crashing had left his heart racing. He now also realized he was afraid. He knew the forces of nature, he had seen storms before, but now he realized he had never seen something quite like this. A whole new kind of storm. Deadlier than the ones he knew, much deadlier.

He found his gaze drawn to the young man with one hand again, unable to stop staring at his arm. The man caught him looking and smiled, sitting down next to him on the bed, regarding his frightened face.

"First time in a hurricane kid?" he asked, but there was no mockery in his voice.

Hiccup nodded wordlessly, trying his best to look every where but the man's stump. He jolted a bit when he felt a hand on his shoulder, and found the man smiling at him.

"It's okay. I've lived through tons of these, I'm still scared. In all my life I've never slept through a hurricane, not once. I still don't. What's your name?"

"M...My name?" Hiccup asked a little confused.

Ever since the accident that caused him to lose his memory, the question of what his name was seemed to confuse him. It took a moment, then he realized what the man had asked.

"Hiccup," he mumbled, "my name is Hiccup."

"So you're the one that Wrenlou found?" the man questioned and Hiccup nodded.

The man smiled a little. "My name is Rico by the way, Rico Badger."

"I... I know," Hiccup mumbled, and Rico raised an eyebrow.

"Wrenlou told you about me?" When Hiccup nodded he raised his right arm, "how I lost my hand I suppose?"

Hiccup nodded again, and stared at the stump. It was a clean cut, but there were some scars up the arm towards the elbow, possibly made by teeth or claws. Rico started laughing, gently punching Hiccup's shoulder.

"Don't worry, everybody knows. It's no secret. It shouldn't be. No one should repeat my mistake."

Hiccup just nodded and leaned back against the wall. He knew he was save inside this room, that the storm couldn't come in here, and he still felt uneasy. The idea of a tremendous amount of wind and rain and possible hail Wrenlou had told him would soon beat down on the city scared him. He couldn't shake the though of what would have happened, had they not gone fishing when they did.
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More and more dragons and riders filed into the rooms, the last few to come in were soaking wet, and Hiccup knew that there was no way out anymore. They were trapped in the cave like structure until the storm blew over. According to some of the more experienced riders, they could be in here for days.

He just sat on the bed, looking around as the riders that had been caught in the rain changed into dry clothes, and over the next few hours, the riders all settled down in one of the rooms, the dragons simply curling up wherever they felt like it. Toothless stayed close to Hiccup however, and Snowflake never left Toothless' side, both dragons staying in the same room as their riders.

About an hour ago the big man, who's name was Ezra, had come in and ordered them all to the dining room, or meeting room as Rico had called it. So here they were, sitting at one of the five long tables, looking around as the riders came in one by one, taking place at the tables, until they were all completely filled, and they were all there. That's when Ezra's thundering voice silenced every one in the room as the man stood up.

"First of all," he started, "good work every one. You acted fast when we had to, well done. The storm out there is a category four, out of five, so it's bad," he added, looking at Hiccup, "and it appears like we may be here for a while. We're al save, thanks to two brave young men, who saw this storm coming and came to warn us. Hiccup, Wrenlou, I think it's save to say that a lot of us wouldn't have been here if it hadn't been for you two. Without your warning we would have been taken by surprise with not enough time to prepare, and a lot of us would have died, if it hadn't been for you. So, a toast!" he raised his cup, the other riders following suit, "to you! Bless you, Hiccup and Wrenlou, bless you both! You've saved a lot of lives today."

Hiccup looked down when the crowd started cheering, and picked on a splinter in the table. The attention made him shy. After the cheering died down again, Ezra put his cup down.

"Alright," he said, "now that I have said that, I am sure that we'll be here for a few days. So I want everyone to work together to keep our stay as pleasant as possible, okay? Alright. Rico, you seem to like these two young men, I'll leave them in your care for the time being."

"Yes sir," Rico said smiling, glancing over at Hiccup and Wrenlou, "I'll take good care of them."

"You better," Ezra said, "because if anything happens to them, you are the one who's telling Dale."

Rico nodded. "Don't worry sir. They will be fine."

After Ezra's speech, and some other boring announcements, they had gone back to the room they had claimed. They had talked with some other riders for a while, a little more with Rico, but he had left them there, going to "get something to lighten the mood." He came back with a bag over his shoulder, and a bottle in his hand.

"Alright boys," the man said, "since this is your first time with us in the shelter, and your first time in a hurricane," he nodded to Hiccup, "Ezra has asked me to take care of you a little. So here you go," he handed them a cup, then pulled out a bottle, "have something to drink."

"What is it?" Hiccup asked curiously, watching how Rico poured some of the bottle's contents into his cup.

"Just wine," Rico said, "made from pomegranates to be exact. Drink up, you'll like it, I promise."

Hiccup looked from the man to the ruby red liquid in his cup, swirling it around a bit. When he carefully sniffed it, he did indeed smell the distinct smell of the pomegranate. Mixed in with the tart smell was the sweet smell of alcohol, giving the wine a distinct smell. He took a careful sip, frowning a bit at the tangy taste the liquid left on his tongue, but overall enjoying the taste.

"Hey Rico! Don't get them drunk!"

Hiccup looked up from his cup. The woman who had spoken was standing next to the table, regarding them with a smile on her face. She had her dark hair braided, and he could see that it was still damp from the rain. Rico laughed loudly, raising his cup towards her.

"Don't worry Dove, they'll be fine when they get back to the bay."

The woman shot them a glance before she left the room. "That's not what I said you know..."

Rico shook his head after she left and turned back to Hiccup and Wrenlou. "A few cups won't get you drunk, right?" he asked and both boys nodded. Surely, the wine wouldn't be that strong.

But only a few hours later, all three of them were starting to get drunk. Rico had gone and fetched another bottle after they had emptied the first one, and this second bottle was also almost finished. Hiccup was feeling lightheaded, a warm sensation coursing through his veins, and he didn't think he had ever been this happy in his entire life. He laughed at one of Rico's jokes, even though he hadn't been listening, staring into his cup absentmindedly.

He leaned back with a sigh, closing his eyes and thinking back at Berk. He remembered the parties late at night, when the Vikings were drunk and singing, he remembered the taste of the mead, although he had never had enough to get drunk. And he remembered the songs they had sung all night long, tales of bravery, battles and so many other things.

A hand on his shoulder pulled him from his thoughts, and when he opened his eyes, he was staring into Rico's eyes, the man frowning a little.

"Hiccup, what were you singing?" he asked softly.

"I... I was singing...?" Hiccup asked, a blush creeping onto his cheeks. Had he been so lost in thought that he didn't even realize he was singing?

"You were," Rico said nodding.

"I... I was just thinking about...them..." Hiccup mumbled, "and the songs they used to sing."

"Can you sing one now?" Wrenlou asked softly, taking another sip from his cup.

Hiccup's eyes went wide. "No," he said shaking his head fiercely, "no, I can't sing."

"Come on," Rico pushed, "I bet you sound great. I mean, I can't sing, that doesn't stop me from doing so. I sound like a dragon with a cold, I still sing. You know why?"

Hiccup shook his head and Rico smiled. "Because it doesn't matter how you sound. As long as you have fun, it doesn't matter if you sound like an angel or a drunken toad."

Hiccup chuckled and looked down. He stared at the cup for a while, then he looked up.

"I'm sorry..." he said, "I... I just can't..."

"It's okay," Rico said smiling, "don't feel bad about it, okay? You have the right to say no. that's not gonna stop me from singing though!"

The man jumped from the bed, raising his cup high. He started singing, although it didn't really sound like singing. Hiccup flinched a little and realized the man hadn't been lying when he said he couldn't sing. It truly sounded like a dragon with a cold. He looked at Wrenlou, who just shrugged laughing.

"More wine!" Rico shouted, "we need... where is it... wine!"

He practically dove on the bottle on the bed, and after putting his cup on the floor, filled it once again. He gulped the liquid down in one big gulp, and then wiped his mouth on his sleeve. Then he started laughing loudly, before breaking out in more singing.

"He's drunk... isn't he..." Hiccup asked softly.

Wrenlou nodded slowly. "Yes... but to be fair... I don't feel too good myself.. I think I need to lay down..."

Wrenlou put the cup down, and curled up on the bed. Hiccup saw that he quickly fell asleep, but even after Rico had passed out on the ground, Hiccup stayed awake. He was looking at the ceiling, trying to imagine the storm out there. He had almost forgotten that is was raging on out side, trapping them inside.

He sighed and leaned back against the wall. Only now did he notice that it had grown quiet. The voices had died down, the other riders also going to bed, the dragons fast asleep all over the place. He slipped off the bed and slowly walked towards the pile of dragons in the corner. It didn't take long before he found Toothless, and he woke the dragon by gently scratching him behind his ears. The dragon opened a lazy eye and crooned softly, wrapping his tail around his rider when the boy snuggled up against his side.

"G'night Toothless," Hiccup mumbled, resting his head against the warm scales.

Toothless crooned softly in return and curled up, draping his wing over the boy at his side. Hiccup closed his eyes, his hands rubbing circles on Toothless scales.

_Make no tent on thy ship..._

_Never sleep in a house..._

_For a foe within doors you may view..._

He exhaled slowly, whispering the words only for him and Toothless, and the dragon started purring.

_On his shield sleeps the Viking..._

_His sword in his hand..._

_And his tent is the heavenly blue..._

With the steady rhythm of the dragon's heart in his ears, he fell asleep. Not under the heavenly blue, but under a dragons wing, protected by the gently creature, surrounded by people that were not much different, and he smiled a little.

When he woke up the next morning, he was still curled against Toothless, but something was wrong. There were frantic voices, rapid footsteps in and out of the room, and when he crawled out from beneath the dragons wings, he was grabbed by Wrenlou and hauled to his feet.

"Thank the gods there you are!" Wrenlou practically shouted, "we thought you were gone too!"

"Gone?" Hiccup puzzled, "why would I be gone? What's wrong?"

Wrenlou took a deep breath and after letting go of Hiccup's shirt, he ran a hand through his hair.

"Michelle and Karen are missing," he said, "and no one's seen them since last night. They were there when we all went to bed, they weren't this morning. Hiccup, something's in here, with us, and it's not happy we're here..."
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"W..what...?" Hiccup asked, an uneasy feeling creeping into his heart.

"No time to explain," Wrenlou said pulling him along, "come on with to the Dining room. Ezra will tell us what they know."

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou through the tunnels. He saw that there were extra torches lit along the tunnels, bathing them in a soft warm glow. The moment they stepped into the room, they stepped into an ocean of voices, all talking through each other, some shouting, some crying. The room itself had fires all around the edges, the flames filling the room with enough light to last a summers day.

"Hiccup! Thank the gods there you are! We were worried about you..."

Hiccup looked up at Ezra, the man standing over him with a worried face, and he managed a weak smile.

"I'm fine," he said, "I was just... sleeping under Toothless' wing. I didn't know that wasn't allowed..."

"It's not that dear boy, it's not that at all."

Ezra turned around and wrestled his way through the crowd, until he reached a chair. He stepped on it, raising his hands to silence the crowd. It took a while before all the voices died down, the dragon riders clearly in disarray over the sudden disappearance of two of their own, and Hiccup made sure he stayed close to Wrenlou.

"Alright! First of all," Ezra thundered the moment he had silenced the crowd, "let's do a headcount! We must know if we are missing more people. After that we'll discuss what we'll do to get them back!"

The crowd cheered in agreement, and after a head count they determined that there were not two, but three people missing. After a second, and even a third count, they found that there were indeed three people missing. For a while, they couldn't figure out who was the third missing rider, all the ones still present keep shouting and yelling, until a small voice suddenly spoke up.

"It's Rico," Hiccup said softly, "the third is Rico."

The silence that filled the room was almost deafening, and for a while nobody said anything. Nobody moved as they all stared at Hiccup, who hid behind Wrenlou's back to get away from the intense stares the adults were giving him.

"He's right," Ezra said after a while, "it's Rico. So we're missing Michelle, Karen and Rico."

"What happened to them," a young man close to Hiccup asked softly.

"Are they even still alive?"

"What do we do?"

"Where do we start?"

"People! Please!" Ezra called, "panic won't help anybody. The only place I can think of where they could have gone are the tunnels."

"The old mining passages?" a young woman asked, "why would they go in there?"

"I don't know," Ezra said with a sigh, "but we've checked all the rooms. Twice. They're not there. They couldn't have gone outside, not with this storm still raging on. They have to be in the old tunnels."

"So what do we do?"

"We split up!" Ezra said, and a mumble rose from the crowd, "form groups of four, arm yourself, and search the tunnels. We have to find them, before it's too late. Wrenlou, Hiccup, I want you two to stay here."

Wrenlou frowned. "Why!" he demanded almost harshly, and every one turned to him.

"Wrenlou," Ezra started, "it's dangerous..."

"So what!?" Wrenlou practically yelled, "flying around in a hurricane is dangerous, and you demanded we did that!"

"Don't you raise your voice at me boy!" Ezra thundered and Wrenlou took a step back, "you are staying here because I tell you to, and that's final!"

"Ezra... please..." Wrenlou said, softer this time, "aren't we all in the same boat here? We're all in danger the way I see it. We have no idea what took Rico, Michelle and Karen, if they were even taken at all. And if they were, who's to say it won't come after us while we sit here and wait? Isn't this what we are trained for? Isn't this why we learn all that we do? We're only weeks away from graduation, we can do this, really."

Ezra took a deep breath, looking from Wrenlou to Hiccup and back. "Alright," he said then, "Thomas! Give these two young men a weapon. Wrenlou, you'll be going with Dove. Hiccup, you're with me."

Wrenlou nodded, but Hiccup was less eager to go and hunt something that had taken three riders, and possibly killed him. Nonetheless he followed Thomas and Wrenlou to the armory, where he picked a small sword that fit perfectly in his hand. Then he went back to the Dining room, where Ezra and his group were waiting for him. Wrenlou joined Dove and her group, who were waiting outside the armory. And after lighting a few torches, they turned to the dark tunnels ahead.

"Alright," Dove said, lighting a torch and hanging it on the wall to light the way, "stay together, and keep your guard up. We have no idea what we'll find in there. Now come on, let's go."

One by one the groups entered the tunnels, lighting torches as they went, so they could find the way back, and so the other groups would know that the tunnels had been searched already. Bit by bit they searched the tunnels, and with every corner he turned, Hiccup found that the tunnel system went deep into the rock. Some tunnels ended in a dead end, and they were forced to turn back. Some other had collapsed, or a hole had formed in the middle and they were unable to pass. There were occasional rooms at the end of a tunnel. Those were where the workers used to rest, Ezra told him. He also told him that most of the granite and marble Dragoncity was build with had been mined in this mountain, and when they needed shelter from the storms, they had simply dug the first few tunnels a little bigger so the dragons would fit, and created some more rooms. When they reached another dead end, Ezra sighed and turned to his group. They turned back again, and took the next dark tunnel.

"You know," Wrenlou said, lighting another torch, "one would think we had searched every tunnel by now."

"The tunnels reach deep into the mountain," Dove said, "it will take us days to search every one."

"But surely they couldn't have gone that far," Wrenlou mumbled.

"I know," Dove replied, "but we will search every last tunnel if we have to, every room, every dead end. We have to find them. And we will. Don't give up hope Wrenlou, without hope, we're lost. Without hope, they will be lost."

Wrenlou nodded and followed the group around another corner when he heard something behind them. It sounded like small claws ticking on the stone, but when he turned back, there was nothing there. He frowned, staring into the darkness, but nothing moved. After a short moment, he turned back to the rest of the group, and just when he had caught up with them, he heard it again. Small claws on stone.

His eyes widened and he grabbed Dove's arm.

"Do you hear that?" he asked softly, gesturing to the tunnel they just passed.

The group froze, weapons in one hand, torches in the other as they stood silently and listened. For the moment the silence was broken only by the crackling of the flames, then they all heard it very clearly. The distinct sound of claws on stone.

"Keep your guard up!" Dove hissed, "come on."

Wrenlou gripped his arrow tighter, ready to fire it at whatever was in front of them. Slowly they advanced in the tunnel, eventually coming out in a small chamber. They entered it cautiously, looking around in search of of the creature. What they saw shocked them. There were claw marks all over the walls, bones were thrown around the floor, and they even saw a few shreds of clothing. The most shocking thing of all was the nest in the middle of the room, and the three grey eggs that were in it.

"We have to leave," Dove said, "now!"

They turned around to leave, but as they did so, a loud hissing sound could be heard. They stood together just outside the room, looking around to where the sound came from, but they couldn't pinpoint it's origin. The sound surrounded them, bouncing off the walls and echoing back, almost like a mocking laughter. Wrenlou frowned when a dark shape shot across the wall, seemingly walking on it like it was the floor. His eyes widened and he back away, but a yelp from behind made him turn back. One of his search partners was clutching her arm, a long gash was dripping blood. Before they could even blink the dark shape shot past them again, this time cutting Dove and one of the other in the process, and they were left with bleeding cuts on their legs.

"Go!" Dove yelled, "quickly! Wrenlou! Come on!"

"Coming!" Wrenlou yelled back, making for the exit when something on the ground caught his eye.

He snatched it from the ground and bolted after the group. The hissing could still be heard but it seemed to get a little softer and he slowed down some, his hand tightly around the object. He stopped at a corner, trying to catch his breath, when he suddenly heard the claws on stone again. He snapped around, but just as before, the dark was still. Before he could turn back however, something lashed at his side and he yelped in pain. While he was gaping for breath after the sudden pain, hos bow was ripped from his hand, and he saw a flash of two icy blue eyes staring at him with hatred.

In fear, he scrambled back to his feet, one hand pressed against his side, the other still around the object. As fast as he could he ran back to the Dining room, his heart pounding in his throat and his side throbbing with every step, but the hissing stopped and it seemed that the creature stopped chasing him. When he stumbled into the room he was out of breath, and he just stood there for a while, gasping for air.

When his heart rate started to calm down again, he also managed a few deep breaths, only to find that breathing hurt. He shook it off, looking around the room, searching for Hiccup. He found him on one of the long benches, sitting at the table, and with a sigh he sat down next to the boy.

"Dove said you found it," Hiccup asked, "did you? Did you find it?"

"It found us," Wrenlou said, still panting a little, "and we found it's nest. It's... a dragon I think. But unlike any I've ever seen before."

"You saw it?" both Hiccup and Ezra asked at the same time.

"Briefly," Wrenlou nodded, "and I found this."

He had just remembered the object he had found, and now placed it on the table. Now that he saw it in better light, he could see that is was a curved spike of sorts, with an ashen grey colour. Hiccup frowned and prodded the horn.

"A dragon you say..." Ezra said thoughtfully, picking up the horn and studying it from all sides, "can you describe it?"

"Y..yes sir," Wrenlou said, "I think I can."

"I can draw it then," Hiccup said pulling out his small notebook, "it may help..." he added shyly when he saw Ezra's face.

The man nodded approvingly and stood up again. The rest of Wrenlou's group was already there, the cuts being looked at by healers. The other groups also came back, having found nothing at all. Wrenlou glanced at his side, where the blood was slowly soaking into his tunic, but he looked back up quickly like nothing was wrong when Hiccup called his name.

"What did it look like?" Hiccup asked, opening his notebook on a new page.

"It... it was grey," Wrenlou said thoughtfully, "slender built. It had a large head, with two piercing blue eyes. It... had small wings, too small to be useful I think, although I could be wrong. It had short, small legs... a long tail..."

While he talked, Hiccup sketched and bit by bit the mysterious dragon appeared on paper. It looked strange, unlike anything he had ever seen before. It hadn't even been in the Book of Dragons on Berk.

"How big was it?" Hiccup asked adding some details to the dragons face.

"Not that big at all," Wrenlou said, "5... 6 feet maybe, I'm not sure."

Hiccup nodded and opened his mouth for another question, when he was interrupted by Dove.

"Wrenlou! There you are! We were a little worried when you weren't behind us. We thought that thing had gotten you too!"

"I'm fine," Wrenlou said smiling weakly, "really."

"Good. Now come on, Ezra is about to make an announcement."

Wrenlou nodded and stood up, hiding the bloodstain behind his hands, hoping that no one would see. Since all eyes were on Ezra on his chair, no one did see, and for that he was grateful. All he needed was a bandage and a clean shirt, two things he could take care of himself, when Ezra was done. The last thing he needed was the man getting angry at him for getting hurt. After all, he had been the one to refuse to sit back and do nothing, so it was his own fault he was injured now. He would deal with it, when no one would find out.

During Ezra's talk, he could hardly keep his attention on the man's words, and his head was spinning. He wasn't sure what caused it. Tiredness maybe, or a lack of food. It couldn't be blood loss, he was certain that the wound wasn't that bad. But the room kept spinning and spinning, and he kept struggling to keep his eyes open. At long last he tucked the sleeve of the person next to him. It turned out to be Dove, and she turned to him a little annoyed.

"What is it!"she hissed, "I'm trying to listen!"

"I..." Wrenlou started, and he blinked a few times, "I don't feel so good..."

The last thing he saw was Dove frowning at his words, then he lost the struggle to stay awake, and he was pulled away into darkness.
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She just barely managed to catch the boy as he went limp in her arms. At first she was confused, but as his hands slipped from his side, she saw the still growing bloodstain and cursed softly. As gently as she could, she laid him on the ground, then she stood up, but as she did so, her head spun and she blinked a few times. She was dizzy, feeling nauseous, and when she swallowed her throat was dry.

"Ezra!" she called, but her tongue felt strange as she did so, "Ezr..."

Another wave of dizziness washed over her, and she had to sit down again. She had no idea if the man had heard her calls, if her weak voice had carried far enough. She took a deep breath when she felt how the bile rose in her throat, and wondered if Wrenlou had meant this when he said he hadn't been feeling well. She blinked a few more times, having trouble keeping her eyes open, and just when she felt a hand on her shoulder and looked up into Ezra's face, she too passed out.

0-0-0-0-0

Ezra was biting his nails, waiting outside the infirmary of the shelter. After Wrenlou and Dove, the other three members of the search group had all fallen into a deep unconsciousness that they could not be woken from. After they had been been brought to the infirmary, the healers had drawn a quick conclusion: they had all been cut by the strange grey dragon. Somehow whatever venom it was had caused them to go into a deep coma. Now he was waiting for news. Any news.

He turned back to the door, but it remained sealed. So the dragon was venomous then. But would it kill them and how fast would it work. Had it taken Rico and the two women as well? How had they encountered it? How could he keep the rest of the riders save? These were the questions that haunted his mind as he paced up and down the hallway. What would become of the dragons? What would Hiccup do, now that his best friend was in a coma? Sighing he ran a hand through his hair. What would they do about that dragon... they could try hunting it down, with the risk of more people ending up in coma.

He turned back when he heard the door open, but the healer that came out shook his head, indicating that they had no more news yet, and he watched the man walk away through the hallway. His shoulders sagged a bit, his worry growing with every minute. And when the door finally opened again, he practically jumped the healer that came out, the woman nearly falling backwards.

"Any news?" he asked.

The woman shook her head. "Not at the moment. As far as we know all the... drug has done is put them into that coma. We're still trying to figure out the rest."

"Drug? It's poison right?" Ezra asked frowning.

"We're not sure yet. The wounds look clean, they show no signs of fever or any other symptoms normally related to poisoning. As of right now, we're just as clueless as the rest."

Ezra sighed again and nodded. "Alright. Let me know if anything changes."

The healer nodded. "I think it's best to keep visitors away for now. So we can work in silence and get to the bottom of this as soon as possible."

Ezra nodded and turned around, his eyes falling on the small figure of Hiccup, still sitting at the table. The boy hadn't moved from that spot since Wrenlou had collapsed, and the occasional shudder that shook his shoulders was enough indication that he was crying. All in all, the boy looked lost, suddenly alone among people he didn't know, thrown into a world that was unfamiliar to him.

"You... might want to make an exception on the no visitors rule," Ezra said softly gesturing to Hiccup's lonely form.

The healer frowned, then nodded when she saw Hiccup. While Ezra left, slowly walking away to inform the other riders of a plan on how to deal with the dragon that now posed a threat to them all. The healer slowly approached Hiccup, sitting down next to him on the bench. She placed a hand on his shoulder and the boy jumped up, staring at her with tear filled eyes.

"Come," she said softly, offering him her hand, "I'll take you to your friend."

Hiccup took her hand a little hesitant and allowed her to pull him to his feet. As soon as he was standing, she straightened his tunic, and wiped the tears from his face. Then she led him towards the infirmary with an arm around his shoulders, opening the door for him. He looked up at her and she nodded, then she gently pushed him forwards.

The infirmary was basically a long hallway that had been widened, resulting in a large, long room with beds on either side. Hiccup stopped walking as soon as he saw the beds, the riders in the first five on the left side. As soon as he saw Wrenlou, he stopped walking, and looked up at the healer behind him. She nodded and he took a few steps towards the bed, tears stinging his eyes as he did so.

Wrenlou looked like he was asleep, the blanket pulled up to his waist leaving his chest bare, barely revealing the bandages around the wound. His breathing in a steady rhythm, his face a little paler then usual, but other than that, nothing betrayed the fact that he had been attacked by a dragon, and poisoned by the creature.

"You can stay, if you're quiet," the healer said, and she pointed to a chair next to the bed.

Hiccup nodded, hardly hearing her words. His eyes were fixed on Wrenlou's face.

"He'll be fine, right?" he asked softly, without looking up.

The healer sighed and placed a hand on his shoulder. "We don't know yet," she said softly, and Hiccup's shoulders sagged a little, "Hiccup, the truth is, we don't know anything. They have all been attacked by the dragon, and we believe that it has some sort of venom that caused them all to fall into unconsciousness."

Hiccup looked up, his tears spilling over again. "He's poisoned? B...but... he can't die... I don't want him to die..."

"Hey, look at me," the woman said softly, kneeling down in front of Hiccup, "at this moment, nothing is certain. We don't know much about this dragon, or what it does to people. Anything can happen."

"But I don't want him to die..." Hiccup whispered.

The healer sighed and carefully wiped the tears from his face. "We're doing everything we can to prevent that. That's all we can do for now. Why don't you stay with him, talk to him. Maybe he'll hear you."

Hiccup nodded and then slowly walked over to Wrenlou. He sat down next to him, staring at his face. He had seen him asleep a few times before, this time it looked no different, except for the bandage that wrapped around his stomach. Tentatively he reached out, touching Wrenlou's hand on the blanket, but his temperature felt normal, as it always did. He sighed as he took out his notebook again, flipping though it until he reached the page where he had sketched the dragon. He stared at the drawing, the little legs and small claws Wrenlou had described, the wings that he thought were too small to be used. Grey, no more than 5 or 6 feet, blue eyes. What kind of dragon was it? He set the book down on the bed, and rested his head in his hands. If only he could find this creature, maybe train it, maybe then he could prevent further attacks.

When the healer came to check up on Wrenlou a few hours later, she found Hiccup asleep in his chair, one hand under his head, the other resting on the book. His charcoal pencil had slipped from his fingers and lay broken at his feet. She smiled softly and lifted the boy from the chair, laying him down on the bed next to Wrenlou. The book she put on the table, after closing it. The broken charcoal was placed on top. Then she pulled a blanket over the boy, smiling a little when he stirred in his sleep, mumbling something about training dragons.

"Just rest," she mumbles softly, "you need it. And it makes my job a whole lot easier. You don't need to see the wounds."

She unwrapped Wrenlou's side, and sighed as soon as she saw the wounds. No sign of infection, no inflammation, not even a swelling as was so often the case. The wounds had closed already, a dark scab sealing them. She shook her head.

"They are healing already," she said softly, "and you're in perfect health. So what is keeping you unconscious... what did it do to you..."

She stood up and walked to a table, where she picked up a bowl and some clean bandages.

"I don't know if you're in pain," she said sitting down, "you don't look like you're in pain... but then again, you shouldn't be in coma... anyway, this will help, if it hurts."

As soon as she was done with Wrenlou's wounds, she checked on the other riders. All were the same, no infection, no fever, and no wound severe enough to cause a coma. She shook her head. Whatever that dragon had done to them, they needed answers.

0-0-0-0-0

"As you all know by now," Ezra said to the crowd, "three of us have vanished without a trace. A search has only led to more misery. We found the culprit, yes, but now five of us are in a coma they won't be woken from! Young Wrenlou is among them. He was the only one that saw the beast, before it wounded him too."

"What do we do!" one of the riders called out, "we'll all die in here!"

"No!" Ezra thundered, "we won't die. But there will be no further searches! I will nit risk any more lives! We don't know what happened to Rico and the others, we don't know what it did to Dove, and Wrenlou! I cannot take that risk! There is, however, some good news. Just before he fell unconscious, Wrenlou was able to describe the dragon to Hiccup. Hiccup, could you come up here please?"

Hiccup slowly walked towards Ezra, his notebook pressed against his chest. The words Ezra had spoken to him just before he had called the meeting still rang in his head. _"You only have to tell them what Wrenlou told you." _He didn't mind helping, but he had never spoken to large groups before, and he was so nervous he could feel his heart beating in his throat. He stepped up on the table, next to Ezra and looked up at the man.

"It's okay," Ezra said softly, placing his hand on Hiccup's shoulder, "it will be fine. Just tell them what Wrenlou told you."

Hiccup nodded and opened his notebook. He flipped through the pages with shaking fingers until he found the one where he had sketched the dragon.

"Eh..." he started, suddenly having trouble finding his voice, "he... eh... he..."

"Take a deep breath," Ezra whispered, "you'll be alright."

Hiccup nodded again and took a deep breath. Almost instantly he felt calmer. There was no need to fear these people. They had come here to learn something from him, not to laugh at him. He took another deep breath, and looked down on his notebook.

"He told me that the dragon was small," he said, his voice only wavering slightly, "n...no more that 5 or 6 feet. It had short legs, small claws and small wings that he could most likely not use. It was grey... oh and he found this."

He pulled the horn Wrenlou had found from his pocket and held it up for everyone to see.

"Here," Ezra said, taking the horn, "have a good look at it." He gave the horn to a dragon rider close to him. "Has anyone ever seen something like that?"

The horn passed from hand to hand, all studying the strange horn, some even licking it. But they all shook their heads. None of them had ever seen something like it before. When the horn was returned to Hiccup, every one started shouting. In the chaos that ensued, Hiccup slipped away, carrying the notebook and the horn with him as he went back to Wrenlou, to wait for his friend to wake up.
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Hiccup stared down at the grains in the wood. He was sitting at one of the tables, breakfast next to him, but no matter how much he tried, he just couldn't eat. He couldn't stop thinking about the dragon that was hunting them, and Wrenlou, unconscious in the bed. Rico and the two women were still missing, and that had prompted Ezra to send out more search parties, this time with weapons so that they might be able to kill the dragon. He had forbidden Hiccup from going, so now here he was, three hours after breakfast, and he still hadn't eaten anything.

Ezra had gone with the search parties, so he was here alone besides the healers, but they were in the infirmary and didn't allow any one in. He pushed his pencil around the table, both worried and bored and stared at his bowl. Before he left, Ezra had told him to eat, and he had tried, but he just couldn't get himself to eat. He hadn't slept last night, the worry keeping him up. Not even the healers knew what it was that kept Wrenlou in a coma, and that was never a good sign.

He was about to get up, when he heard hissing behind him, and he froze. The hissing got louder, but he didn't dare turn around, afraid he would end up like Wrenlou. He sat there, clenching the edge of the table so hard his knuckles turned white, staring ahead while the fear surged through him. Suddenly, the sound stopped, but still he didn't dare turn around. What if the dragon was right behind him? What if it was waiting for him to make a move? It stayed quiet in the room however, and finally he dared to turn around. He instantly froze when he saw two ice blue eyes staring at him from the darkness.

The dragon hissed again and slowly moved out of the shadows. Hiccup just sat frozen, staring as the creature neared him. It was as Wrenlou had described, small, slender and grey. He stared at it wide eyed as the dragon slinked closer, a long thin tail raised above it's head. There were three curved horn like protrusions at the end of the tail, that looked more like knifes than actual horns. The most striking thing however, was that the dragon had two additional legs behind it's front legs.

"S...six...?" Hiccup stammered in shock.

The dragon hissed and growled, slowly coming towards him while it's tail quivered above it's head. Hiccup moved away from it, scooting over the bench until he reached the end and fell to the floor. The dragon growled and leaped forward, but before it could hurt the boy voices approached, and heavy footsteps indicated that the search parties were coming back. It hissed and turned back. With a few large leaps it was gone, disappeared into the shadows. Hiccup still sat frozen on the ground, staring at the place where the dragon had been not long before.

"Hiccup?" Ezra's voice came from behind him and he practically jumped up, "are you alright? Did you fall?"

Hiccup looked up, straight into Ezra's eyes shining with concern. He shook his head, then nodded, and Ezra extended his hand. The man pulled him back to his feet, but his legs were shaking. Hiccup looked back to the shadows where the dragon had disappeared.

"Is something wrong? Hiccup?"

He looked back at Ezra and suddenly threw his arms around the man's waist, pressing his face against his armour.

"It was here," he mumbled, "the dragon, it was here."

Ezra grabbed his shoulders and pulled him away from his waist. "What did you say?" he asked rather harshly.

"I..it was here," Hiccup said again, "it... it wanted to attack me... if you hadn't come back..."

Ezra just stared at the boy, his face shocked. "What!?" he blurted out, "it was here!?

Hiccup nodded, still a little shaken from his near encounter with the dragon. Ezra kneeled down, bringing his face on level with Hiccup's.

"Did you see it?" he asked.

"Yes," Hiccup nodded, "briefly, but I did. It's just as Wrenlou said it was! It's grey and small and..."

"And what?" Ezra asked, "Hiccup, what is it?"

"I...it had three spikes on it's tail," Hiccup said, "I think that's what it used to hurt everyone!"

"Where did it go?" Ezra asked, shaking the boy slightly, "did you see where it went?"

"Yes..." Hiccup pointed to the hallway the dragon had disappeared into, "it went that way when it heard you come back."

"Alright," Ezra said standing up, "you heard the boy. It went that way. Go see if you can track it down. But be very careful! We know this thing is extremely stealthy. I don't want anymore riders to end up in a coma, understood?"

"Yes sir," the riders nodded and then they headed off in the direction Hiccup had pointed at. Ezra stood up to join them, but Hiccup grabbed his wrist.

"Don't leave me," he whispered, "I'm scared. What if it comes back again?"

"If it comes back, you'll be safe inside the infirmary," Ezra said and he smiled at the boy, "come on, I'm not leaving you on your own again. I was a fool to think that would be the safest option, and I am sorry. It was not my intention to put you in harms way."

"It's okay," Hiccup mumbled, "you couldn't have known that it would come here."

"Maybe so," Ezra said while he knocked on the door of the infirmary, "but I put you in danger by leaving you alone. Ah, Daisy, I have a favour to ask of you."

The female healer in the doorway nodded. "Alright. What is it?"

"I need you and the others to take care of Hiccup while we're gone," Ezra said, pushing the boy towards the woman, "I left him alone and the dragon found him. He narrowly escaped it's clutches, but it seems nowhere is safe anymore. Can you keep him safe?"

"Of course," Daisy said, extending a hand to Hiccup, "the infirmary is one of the most secure places, he should be safe. Just... don't fill any more of these beds Ezra, I don't want more patients."

"I will do the best I can," Ezra said softly, "but we have no idea what we're up against. We didn't have these problems last year. I have no idea where this new dragon came from. But we will find out, don't worry."

He ruffled Hiccup's hair and smiled at Daisy, then he turned around to get his sword, which he had left on the table when he took Hiccup to the infirmary. They waited for him to disappear into the shadows, then Daisy closed the door again.

"You can take any bed you like," she said gesturing to the beds along the wall, "I guess you're going to be staying here from now on, so make yourself at home. My name is Daisy, but I think you heard that."

Hiccup nodded and walked over to the bed next to the one Wrenlou was in, and after a look at his friend, slowly sat down on it. He sat there for a while, just sitting on the edge staring at the healer doing her work. After a few minutes he put the pillow against the wall, took of his boots and nestled down on the bed, leaning against the pillow with his feet under the blanket. He pulled his sketchbook out and opened it to the sketch of the dragon. After taking his pencil, he added the things he had seen to the sketch. The long tail with the three barbs on the end, the extra limbs, and when he was done he stared at it for a long time. He was pulled from his thoughts when the female healer, Daisy, slowly sat down on the edge of the bed.

"Hiccup," she asked softly, "have you eaten anything lately?"

Hiccup shook his head while he looked down at the blanket. He heard her sigh, and then she left. A few moments later she was back again, and he looked up when she put a hand on his shoulder. She was offering him a bowl of stew. When he looked away again, she gently grabbed his chin and turned his head so he faced her.

"Look," she said softly, "I know this is hard, and I know that you're scared. I'm scared too. But believe me, starving yourself won't help Wrenlou, and the last thing I need is another patient. Please eat something, okay love?"

Hiccup nodded slowly and put his sketchbook down on the blanket to take the bowl from her. The stew was warm and he felt better after a few bites. While he hungrily emptied the bowl, Daisy picked up his notebook, studying the drawing of the dragon.

"This is it?" she asked, gently touching the page, "this is what attacked them?"

Hiccup nodded, scooping the last of the stew from the bowl. Then he gave it back to Daisy and took his notebook from her. He stared at the drawing again while Daisy continued her work, checking on her patients every now and then, making sure they didn't have a fever or other symptoms that could indicate that the wounds had become infected.

"Daisy," Hiccup asked, looking up at the woman, "is there a library here?"

"Well... yes," Daisy said, standing up and walking closer to the boy, "but it's not in the infirmary. It's on the other side of the Dining Hall. Why do you ask?"

"I need some books," Hiccup said, "I want to find out what this thing is, and how we can..." he cut off, his eyes drifting to Wrenlou and the other riders, "how we can help them," he ended softly.

Daisy nodded. "I understand. Really I do. But it's too dangerous to go out there now, Ezra told me to stay inside. We'll wait until he comes back, then you can go get your books. Okay?"

Hiccup nodded and nestled back down against the pillow. He picked up the sketchbook and started drawing randomly on a new page, just drawing without a thought. Ezra didn't stay away long, and when he came back his face bore the darkest expression Hiccup had ever seen on a man. Not even his father had looked this angry. He soon figured out why. The search groups had returned, and three more riders had been injured.

"No matter what we do, that thing is just to fast!" Ezra raged while he was pacing up and down the room, "it came out of nowhere! Took us completely by surprise. At this rate there will be none of us left by the time the storm blows over!"

"Ezra," Daisy said, her voice stern,"I would appreciate it if you took that anger elsewhere. There is no place for it here."

Ezra sighed, running a hand through his hair. "You're right, you're absolutely right. I apologize. This dragon just makes me so angry. It's picking us off one by one, probably laughing about it too! How are we supposed to fight a dragon that can knock a human being out with the smallest scratch? It's downright impossible."

Hiccup slowly slipped off the bed, holding his sketchbook as he walked towards the man. He took a deep breath, then tucked his sleeve.

"Sir?" he asked a little hesitantly, "I... I had a question..."

Ezra swallowed his anger as soon as he saw Hiccup, holding back his rage, knowing that the boy had done nothing wrong and didn't deserve a tirade.

"What is it?" he asked, his voice only slightly trembling with anger.

"I need to get into the library," Hiccup said, "I... want to look at some books, see if I can figure out what exactly this dragon is and what we can do about it."

Ezra nodded slowly. "Alright. But I'm not letting you go in there by yourself, and I will make sure the dragon isn't there before I let you in."

"Okay," Hiccup nodded.

"Put on your boots," Ezra said, "and then meet me in front of the library, okay?"

Hiccup nodded, running back to the bed he had occupied most of the day. He sat down on the edge to put on his boots and tuck his sketchbook and pencil back into his tunic. Then he looked over at Wrenlou.

"Don't worry," he said softly, "I'll find the cure. You'll be better in no time, you'll see. I promise."

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Howdy fellas!_
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_2. I will inform the winners personally. And don't fear, there will be quite a few riddles to come!_
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_Since the thing I will be giving you if you win, is physical rather than digital, I will need an address to send it to. So if you're not sure if you can give that to me, ask your mom, or your dad, or ask a friend or grandparent or anyone. I understand that there are people who don't trust some random stranger on the internet with that, but I can promise you I will only use it once._

_So, let me know what you think of this idea! And if there's anything that needs to be added, please tell me! I suppose we'll start next chapter, if enough people like my little plan!_

_Thank you!_

_Aurora_
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Hiccup sighed, closing yet another book as he placed it on the stack to his right. He had been in the small library all day, reading every book about dragons he could find, but nothing had come up so far. The man next to him put a hand on his shoulder, and Hiccup looked up.

"You should rest," the man, Tim, said softly, "you've been at it all day."

"No," Hiccup said shaking his head, "I can't stop. I have to find it. It has to be here, it has to be..."

"Hiccup..." Tim started, "you're not the only one who's worried. Michelle is my sister, Hiccup, and she is still missing."

"Your... sister...?" Hiccup asked softly, and Tim nodded. "I'm sorry... I didn't know..."

"It's okay," Tim said, "not a lot of people realize that we're twins."

Hiccup frowned. "Twins? But you don't really... look alike... I mean..."

"I know what you mean. And yet we were born only minutes apart." Tim smiled weakly. "Come on, let's find the answer shall we? If we can find what kind of dragon this is, we'll know how to defeat it, and we'll be able to find a cure. And hopefully the three missing riders too..."

"Yes," Hiccup nodded, "we'll find your sister."

Tim smiled again and took a book from the stack. He looked around the small room stacked with books, to see if there was any movement that would indicate the dragon was there, but the shadows were still, the cobwebs unmoving. He turned back to the book and turned a page. Just before he could flip the page again, Hiccup jumped up.

"I found it!" he declared, "the dragon! I found it!"

"You did?" Tim asked also standing up, "show me that."

He pulled the book from the boy's hands, quickly reading the page. Then he turned it, and was greeted by a detailed drawing of the same dragon Hiccup had in his sketchbook.

"Excellent work Hiccup," he said, looking over at the boy, "come om, lets show Ezra."

Hiccup nodded and took the book from Tim. Then they left the library, Tim looking around for any sign of the dragon, but the hall was empty. They found Ezra in the infirmary, talking to one of the healers. As soon as he saw them, he smiled a little, gesturing them to follow him. On his way out Hiccup could see that two more beds were occupied.

"I'm glad to see you," Ezra said softly, "we've had two more attacks. I don't know how to stop it..."

"We found it," Tim said, "well... Hiccup did. Hiccup, show him?"

Hiccup nodded and took the book to one of the tables, where he opened it and showed Ezra the page about the dragon.

"It's called a Grey Scorpion," Hiccup said, "although it's not related to scorpions at all. According to this it's a highly territorial dragon, which is why it's attacking us. It thinks we invaded his territory."

"Last year we didn't have any of these problems," Ezra said, "it makes sense that if it moved in between last years last storm, and now, that it never knew about us. And the scent of the Night Furies masks our scent... hmm..."

"Are they okay?" Hiccup asked, suddenly remembering that he hadn't seen Toothless in a few days.

"The dragons? Yes they're fine," Ezra assured him, "we're keeping them in a closed off room, mostly for their own safety, but also because if we didn't, they would want to be with their riders, and the infirmary is just too small to accommodate a dozen dragons."

Hiccup nodded and looked back down on the book. Ezra was reading the many lines of information that were scribbled down on the page, a frown forming on his face.

"It describes here the poison the dragon has," he said tapping his finger against the paper, "and the effect it has, but I don't find anything about a possible cure..."

He looked up to see Hiccup's sad face and placed a hand on the boy's shoulder. Hiccup looked down, his posture slumping.

"I'd hoped we'd find a cure..." he whispered.

"I know," Ezra said, "I think we all did. But at least we now know what it is, and how to keep it away. And I'm sure we will find a cure Hiccup, it's just a matter of time. And the condition of the injured riders is stable, no change at all, so we have time, okay? Besides, you found out what it is! I think that deserves a big, big thank you."

Hiccup nodded, smiling a little. Ezra smiled back, straightening his back. He opened his mouth to say something, but right at that moment a rider came into the hall.

"Ezra!" the man called, turning every head towards him, "the storm has passed. The streets look flooded, and it's still raining, but the wind is gone."

"That is good news," Ezra said, his smile widening a bit, "that certainly is good news. Alright! You heard the man. The storm has passed! It's time to get out of here!"

A few hours later Hiccup was standing at the door that led to the plaza. The storm and the rain had turned it into a small lake, the water reaching the knees of the men wading through it. The sky was still dark, and big drops of water splashed down on whoever was brave enough to go out in it. He sighed, staring at the water that sloshed against the steps that led up to the shelter, and turned back into the hall. He quickly navigated his way through the tunnels, until he found the room where the Night Furies had been hiding for the past few days. Most dragons and riders had already left, working on draining the plaza. As soon as Toothless spotted him, the dragon bounced towards him, crooning happily.

"Hey bud," Hiccup said softly, "I missed you too..."

Toothless pressed his nose against Hiccup's chest and curled his tail around the boy's legs. Hiccup, in return, wrapped his arms around the dragon's neck, embracing him the best he could. He smiled as the warmth from the dragon's scales seeped through his clothes and into his skin, and after a while he pulled away.

"Come on bud," he said while he climbed up on Toothless' back, "let's go get some fresh air."

Toothless cooed happily and allowed Hiccup to steer him through the tunnels and towards the door. There, the dragon stopped, looking at the water that covered the plaza. He whined softly and looked back to Hiccup, who gently rubbed his scales.

"Please Toothless... " the boy begged softly, "it's really deep for me."

Toothless warbled something, then stepped into the water. Together they waded to the Hall, where Ezra stood on the steps, shouting orders to the riders all around.

"Hiccup! Toothless! There you are. I wondered when you'd come," Ezra said crossing his arms, "smart, riding the dragon. Alright, I'm afraid there's not much to do for you two... you could go back to the Bay and get Dale I suppose."

"Oh..." Hiccup said, looking down, "I... I don't think I can..."

"Why not?" Ezra asked, "Wrenlou will be okay."

"It's not that sir," Hiccup said meeting Ezra's gaze, "the storm... it tore the prosthetic."

Toothless raised his tail a little, showing Ezra the broken prosthetic. The man sighed and ran a hand over his face. He scratched the back of his head, then sighed again.

"Alright," Ezra said, "in that case, I'll go get Dale. Now that I think of it, that's probably better anyway. Why don't you go see if the forge is operational, make that fin. And if you want, the library is that building," he pointed towards a large building across the plaza, "so if you want to see if there's more about this dragon, it's all yours. Okay?"

Hiccup nodded and turned Toothless towards the forge. As soon as he got there, he saw that it wouldn't be operational for quite a while. The blacksmith was in the building, the roof partially destroyed, and he was muttering to himself while he collected his tools from the water. The fire had gone out, no surprise there, and the anvil was broken when it had fallen onto the ground.

"Hiccup,"the man greeted him, inspecting a pair of pliers, then placing it on the table, "what can I do for you on this lovely morning."

"Well," Hiccup started, "the prosthetic broke, but it can wait. I can come back later, if that's better."

"Probably is," the man nodded while he looked around, "there's gonna be a ton of cleaning up to do around this place."

"Is it always this bad...?" Hiccup asked softly.

"Oh no my dear boy, it's usually a lot less. This time the storm just past straight over the city. Usually we just skim the edge. We don't use the shelter every storm, only with the bad ones. This just happened to be a really bad one."

"Oh right... well, then I'll come back again later," Hiccup turned Toothless back to the plaza, "good luck with the clean-up."

"I could use a hand you know!" the smith shouted after him.

"Sorry!" Hiccup shouted back, "I have to find the cure!"

If the smith shouted something back at him, he didn't hear it anymore. Toothless splashed through the water towards the library, and when they were finally inside the building, both rider and dragon were soaking wet. It was still raining outside, and looked like it would for a while. Hiccup sighed, turning to the rows and rows of books.

"Alright bud," he said, his voice echoing hollow, "be careful okay? These books are probably really old, we don't want to destroy them. So don't touch anything. Let's just... see if we can find the dragon section first. Hopefully we'll be dry by then."

Toothless crooned in agreement and followed Hiccup through the library, leaving a trail of watery footsteps on the floor. It wasn't hard to find the dragon section, and soon Toothless was curled up on the floor, Hiccup leaning against his side with books surrounding him on all sides. When the night began to fall, and the dark crept into the library, he lit a few candles and continued reading, determined to find a solution.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Hello my readers,

First of all, sorry for not updating for weeks... school's been... well... school, ya know? Second, I want to say a few things about the riddle game.

Guest reviewers do not have to leave their address or email here, I will leave mine, so you can send it there.

And yes, I am aware that every riddle can be found online, and that cheating would be very easy, but if you really want to win by cheating, go ahead. I have no way of checking it. Just remember, it's not my conscious you're going to have to live with. I set up this game as a way to celebrate my upcoming first anniversary on . Keep in mind that it's supposed to be fun, just a game.

I have no idea how many riddles there will be, for now... let's just start with number one!

**_In which place does today come before yesterday, and tomorrow is in between?_**

Good luck guys!

And I'll try to update weekly, promise!


	43. A Storm Blows Through It, Part VIII

Hello guys! As promised, the next update! I also know what the next story is gonna be about... heheheh...

Enjoy!

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Storm Blows Through It, Part VIII**

"Find them!" Dale shouted, "they should have been here, the storm has passed. Search every place they may have taken shelter, anything, but find them!"

The teens nodded, quickly mounting their dragons and flying off in all directions. Dale stayed behind, eyeing the dark sky up ahead and the steady stream of rain still pouring down on the Bay. He knew from previous storms that it wouldn't stop raining any time soon. He sighed and looked around the village. The damage seemed to be not as bad as he had thought, but worse than he had hoped. It was always worse. Three of the cabins had lost their roofs, the shingles ripped from the wooden beams. From the looks of it, the destroyed cabins were Hiccup's, his own, and Susan's. Hiccup would have to stay with Wrenlou and Susan could sleep with her sister until they had fixed the roofs. He could sleep in the Hall.

He turned to the beach, where high waves were still crashing on the sand, white foam dotting the water. He walked out on the sand, the wind pulling on his hair and clothes, and looked back at the village. Surely the damage wasn't that bad. It could have been a lot worse.

After running a hand through his soaking wet hair, he went to the Hall. He had to get the fire going, warm the place up, so that the riders could warm themselves at the fire. He didn't want them to get sick from the cold water.

The moment he stepped through the door, he realized that he needed a lot more than just a fire to warm the place. The wind was howling through the large space, tables and benches thrown across the floor. And it wasn't strange to see why. One of the walls was almost completely destroyed, a large hole tore through the wood. Somehow, the storm had picked up a hunk of rock and thrown it through the wooded wall, splintering wood as it did so.

He carefully approached the hole, stepping over splintered wood and sand. They were in for quite some repairs. And that while their return to Dragoncity and the Initiation were only weeks away. Carefully he pulled some pieces of broken wood from the wall, gathering the other broken planks from the floor as well. If they could no loner serve as a wall, they would be fine as fuel for the fire.

As he watched the flames grow higher, creeping across the surface of the wood, he felt his worry only grow. He could only hope Hiccup and Wrenlou had found shelter in time, and hadn't been caught in the storm, because if they had... He shook his head. He couldn't, wouldn't, think about that possibility. They must have found shelter, they must have... There were enough caves on the way from Dragoncity to the Bay, it was almost impossible to not find shelter.

As soon as he was sure that the fire could sustain itself, he stood up again and started to clean up the mess in the hall. He needed something to distract himself from the thought that the boys may have been caught in the storm, so he gathered all the broken wood and set it near the fire. He set all the tables and benches back where they belonged, then turned to the rock that was just laying in the Hall. The boulder had just missed one of the support beams, which was very lucky. Had it been knocked over, half the roof would have come down, and they would have absolutely no place to eat or stay, except the cabins, and those were too small for all of them.

After setting all the tables back and cleaning most of the mess from the floor, he looked around for something he could use to cover the hole, to keep the heat in the Hall and prevent the wind from blowing out the fire. He found a blanket and fastened it over the hole. The wind still came through the fabric, but not as much as before. He went outside again, immediately greeted by the heavy downpour. His eyes searched the skies for any signs of any of the dragon riders, but they were nowhere to be seen. He knew it was dangerous to go flying in this weather, but he just couldn't shake the feeling that something was horribly wrong.

Starstruck pushed her nose against his side, and he looked down on the dragon. Had it not been for her missing wing, he would have been out there himself. And although they had excepted the fact that they would never be able to fly again, it was times like this where her inability to fly made him feel useless, while it made his dragon painfully aware of her disability.

"They're fine girl," he mumbled rubbing her nose, "you'll see. They'll be back in no time."

But he knew she didn't believe him. They had been together too long, and he couldn't hide his worry from her. She licked his hand and he managed a weak smile.

"Come," he said while he pulled his cloak around his shoulders, "lets check the garden. See if that survived the storm."

He took a deep breath and stepped into the rain. Starstruck walked next to him, holding her good wing above his head to try and shield him from the rain a little. When he reached the garden he was relieved to see that somehow the palm trees had survived the heavy wind. He quickly glanced over the rest of the garden. Besides some damage to the fence, and some large leaves from the palms, the garden looked like it had barely been disturbed.

He was about to turn back to the plaza, when he heard a shout from up ahead, and a black shape shot down towards the ground. He rushed towards the plaza, just in time to see Broghan jump off his dragon, frantically looking around.

"Broghan! Have you found them?"

Broghan's head snapped in his direction. Now the man could see the fear and the worry that was present in the younger boy's eyes, and he frowned.

"No," Broghan said, panting a little, "but I found this!"

He waved a soaked and shredded piece of green fabric around and nearly pushed it into Dale's face. Dale took a step back and took the remains of the cloth from Broghan, carefully folding it out. His hearts skipped a few beats as soon as he saw what it was.

A tailfin.

Toothless' tailfin.

What was left of it.

"Where did you find this!" he asked a little harsher than he meant to, "Broghan? Where!"

"A... A little that way," Broghan said, pointing west, "near some caves. I searched them, but there was no sign of them! Dale... do you think they could have been caught in the storm...?"

"Gods I hope not..." Dale mumbled, crumbling the fabric in his hands, then he turned to Broghan, seeing the boy shiver, "go inside. Warm yourself. Get something to eat. We'll wait for the others to come back, then we'll discuss what we can do."

Broghan nodded, looking up at the sky. Dale placed his hand on his shoulder, guiding him towards the Hall.

"Dale? What will we do if... if they..." Broghan sighed.

"I refuse to believe that," Dale said, "Wrenlou is a capable flyer, Hiccup is too. They will have found shelter. They must have."

But he couldn't shake the feeling of dread. Even if the boys had managed to find shelter, without Toothless' prosthetic they were doomed to walk back, and in rains like these, being outside for prolonged periods of time was a very, very bad idea.

The other riders came back soon after Broghan, having found nothing, no sign of the two boys. They were sitting in the Hall around the fire, the rain clattering on the roof. The Hall had finally warmed up to a point where the temperature was nice. It was always surprising how the island could get so cold during a storm like that, despite the tropical climate. Dale was staring in the fire, subconsciously clenching the green fabric in his hands.

Suddenly, the door swung open to reveal a dark figure, a hood pulled over his head, the water dripping off him on all sides. Behind him was a Night Fury, just as wet as it's rider. Dale sat up, hoping that it was Wrenlou who had come to tell them that they were okay, just stuck somewhere because of Toothless' prosthetic, but when the man came in and swiped his hood from his head, it was most definitely not Wrenlou.

"Ezra?" Dale asked, "what are you doing here?"

Ezra gestured his dragon in, shutting the door again. He shook some of the water from his hair, dropping his cloak on one of the tables. Dale stood up, casting a glance at the teens before he walked over to the other man.

"I'm here because of Hiccup and Wrenlou," Ezra said wiping water from his eyes.

"You know where they are!?" Broghan asked while he jumped up.

"Yes," Ezra said, "I kept them in the city. I required their help with storm proofing the city. They stayed in our shelter."

"Then... what about this?" Dale asked while he showed Ezra the torn fabric.

"It was ripped from his tail in the heavy winds," Ezra answered, brushing his hair back, "the forge is destroyed so Hiccup hasn't been able to make a new one yet."

"But they're okay then," Dale said, "right?"

"Well..." Ezra started, then he sighed, "something happened in the shelter."

"What happened?" Leila asked.

"We were attacked," Ezra said, "there was something in there with us. Wrenlou discovered it was a dragon, Hiccup found out what kind of dragon, but before we got to the point where we knew what it was, it had attacked about a dozen people."

"So..." Dale started, "are they okay...?"

Ezra sighed again. "I wish I could say that," he said softly, "so far no one has been killed, that we know of, but three riders are missing, a whole lot more are injured. The injures aren't that bad, mostly just cuts, but the dragon turned out to be poisonous."

"Well?" Dale persisted, "what happened!"

"Hiccup is fine," Dale reassured them, "but Wrenlou has been attacked."

Broghan gasped, staring at the man. "What!?" he shouted.

"Don't worry," Ezra said, turning to Broghan, "the poison doesn't appear to be fatal. So far every one that has been attacked has been in a coma. Stable, out of danger, just impossible to wake up. So far nothing has worked. The healers are doing everything they can, but they just won't wake."

"I want to go see him," Broghan said, "I have to go to Dragoncity."

"I thought you might say that," Ezra said with a soft smile, "I came here to get you really. Dale? What do you think?"

"I wish I could go myself," Dale mumbled, "but then we'd all have to go, and there's too much to do around here, too many repairs." He looked up. "Take Broghan. He deserves to be with his brother."

Ezra nodded. "Alright. We'll have to wait a bit to go though, the rain has picked up again. We best wait a little."

"I don't want to wait!" Broghan said, crossing his arms. He didn't want to say it, but he was terribly worried about his little brother.

"I know that," Ezra said, walking to the fire, "but if we go now, we will surely get sick. The last thing I need is both of us in the hospital as well. The healers have enough work as it is. Besides, who will take care of Wrenlou if you get sick? He needs you healthy, not sick."

Broghan sighed, his shoulders sagging a little. "Fine," he mumbles as he went back to his place at the fire, "but I don't like it..."

"I know," Ezra said, sitting down next to him, "I know you're worried. We all are. That dragon is still in there, so are the three missing riders. I can't send in any more search parties because they will just get attacked. Hiccup told us that we can't just kill the dragon, because the antidote is most likely a processed form of the original venom, and any attempts of drawing it out have proven to be disastrous at best. To be honest, I don't know what to do."

"But you'll think of something, right?" Broghan asked looking up.

"We will," Ezra nodded, "but I want you to worry about your brother. Leave the other things to us, okay?"

Broghan nodded, staring at the fire again. On one side he was glad that Hiccup and Wrenlou hadn't been swept away by the storm, but on the other hand his worries had only increased. Wrenlou was in a coma, poisoned by some dragon. The sooner he was with his brother, the better. If only the rain would just stop...

0-0-0-0-0-0

So we have a winner for the first riddle... and it's Jason43123!So congratulations to you, and if you would PM me with your address, a surprise will come your way soon!

The answer to the riddle was _a Dictionary. _So good job to all who guessed it right! It was certainly not easy. I've seen some very creative answers, I love it! Let's see how you all do with the second riddle... here it is!

_I am better than God, more evil than the Devil. The rich want me, the poor have me, and if you eat me, you'll die. What am I?_

Good luck guys! I'm having fun with this, do you?
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_So... not sure how I feel about this chapter... anyway, here it is. Sorry that's it's shorter and maybe a little confusing. I worked a lot this week._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Storm Blows Through It, Part IX**

Broghan had never really seen Dragoncity before. He had been here once, with the Choosing, but that had been at night, and even though the streets had been lit, it was nothing like seeing it in daylight. Despite the damage done by the storm and the streets being flooded, it was still a majestic city. He couldn't help but awe at the high towers, that were surprisingly undamaged, and the white marble buildings. As they landed on the plaza, he looked up, at the buildings surrounding him. He gaped at them, until Ezra put a hand on his shoulder.

"Come," the man said softly, "I'll bring you to your brother."

Broghan nodded and followed the man, Moonchaser close behind him. They entered a large building, people rushing through the hallways carrying all sorts of stuff. Ezra led him through a long hallway with doors on either side, and he stopped in front of one on the left.

"Your brother is in here," Ezra said, opening the door, "if you need, I'll be outside, most likely."

Broghan nodded and Ezra let go of the door, turning back to where he came from. Broghan watched him go, not moving until Ezra turned a corner and disappeared from view. Then he turned to the room and slowly pushed the door open. He took a deep breath and walked into the room, Moonchaser following him closely. Snowflake, who was keeping watch at the side of Wrenlou's bed, looked up when he walked into the room, and the white Night Fury crooned softly.

"Oh Wrenlou..." Broghan mumbled, taking Wrenlou's hand, "what have you gotten yourself into this time..."

Snowflake whined and put her head down at Wrenlou's other side, watching her rider with sorrowful eyes. Moonchaser walked over to her and curled up next to the white dragon, her head on Snowflake's back. Broghan sighed, keeping Wrenlou's hand in his own.

0-0-0-0-0

"Hiccup?" Ezra called softly, his voice echoing through the library, "Hiccup, where are you?"

There was no answer. The only thing he heard was the rain falling on the roof, an occasional thunderclap in the distance. He sighed. The library was huge. Hiccup could be anywhere. But just as he was about to turn back, he spotted something black between the books, and he walked towards it. Just as he had suspected, it was Toothless. The dragon was curled up amidst a huge pile of books, some stacked neatly, while others had clearly fallen to the ground and simply left there. The dragon was asleep, a small trail of smoke curling from his nostrils with every exhale. He had his wings tucked to his side, but Ezra could just see that Hiccup was asleep against his dragons side, his head on a book that he had been reading when he became too exhausted and fell asleep. The man carefully moved some books out of the way, clearing a path to Hiccup. Toothless stirred when he felt his wing was touched, but he didn't quite wake up yet.

"Hiccup... hey..." Ezra said softly as he shook the boys shoulder, "come on buddy, wake up."

Hiccup groaned, blinking a few times against the light and he seemed confused when he saw Ezra standing over him.

"Hey kid," the man said softly, extending a hand, "come on. Time to get you to bed."

"I'm not tired," Hiccup protested, but his wide yawn right after proved him wrong.

Ezra smiled warmly. "Come on, you should get some rest. The books can wait, they'll be here tomorrow. You'll be no help to anyone if you get sick from exhaustion."

Hiccup nodded reluctantly, closing the book he had been sleeping on. Then he slowly stood up, stretching his painful muscles.

"Come on Toothless," he said, poking the dragons side, "get up lazy lizard."

Toothless just groaned and wrapped his tail around himself, hiding his head under his wing. Hiccup shrugged.

"I guess it's no dinner for you then."

At this Toothless perked up, his ears upright and his pupils round. Hiccup smiled and started following Ezra through the maze of books. After a lazy stretch Toothless followed.

"Broghan is here," Ezra said when they were standing in the doorway, watching the rain, "he's with Wrenlou. Why don't you go to him?"

"Okay..." Hiccup said softly, "Ezra? I haven't found anything yet... But most antidotes for poisons are made from the poison itself, so we have to catch it alive."

Ezra sighed. "Hiccup, we've been over this. I can't risk any more lives in there, I just can't. That dragon is way too fast, and much too dangerous. I will not send more riders in there, I will not. The healers will find the cure, really. Now go to Broghan. I'm sure he could use some company."

Hiccup nodded and watched as Ezra disappeared into the rain, his cloak pulled over his head to try and stay dry. After a moment he stepped into the water and started walking towards the hospital. Toothless stayed next to him, with his wing over Hiccup's head, to at least try and keep him a bit dry.

0-0-0-0-0

It was dark when a small figure stepped outside, followed by a large black shape. The figure wasn't carrying a torch, not that it would have survived the heavy rain, but he was carrying a back with him. He had a cloak wrapped around his shoulders, and after looking left and right, he quickly ran towards the door to the shelter, closely followed by the large shape.

The creature whined when the small figure opened the door and peered inside. The hallways were dark, empty, not a living soul in sight. The creature whined again, and the figure turned around.

"You have to stay here Toothless," Hiccup mumbled softly, gently stroking his dragon's nose, "you can't come in with me."

Toothless whined again, pressing his nose against Hiccup's chest as if he were trying to tell the boy not to go.

"I have to," Hiccup said, "it's their only chance. It's Wrenlou's only chance."

Toothless crooned softly and licked Hiccup's face. The boy smiled a little.

"I'll be fine," he assured his dragon, "honestly. Just... stay here, okay? Guard the door for me."

The dragon slowly pulled away from his rider, watching how Hiccup lit a torch and looked back into the dark hallway again.

"Well," he said, taking a deep breath, "here goes nothing. Wish me luck bud, I'll need it.

Toothless crooned and Hiccup smiled at him. Then he started walking into the hallway. Toothless watched the flickering light of the torch grow weaker and weaker until it eventually died. Then he simply curled up outside the door, the rain pounding down on his scales. He didn't care. Rain never bothered him. He would wait for Hiccup's return, rain or no rain.

0-0-0-0-0

"He is what?" Ezra shouted.

"Gone, sir. We can't find him. He isn't in the library and we don't know..."

The man shut up when Ezra held up a hand. He had spotted a black shape near the entrance to the shelter.

"He didn't..." he mumbled, stomping towards the door.

It was open.

He was sure it had been closed. Now however, it was cracked open just the slightest, swaying a little in the wind.

"Good gods," Ezra whispered, pulling the door open, "he went in here."

"Alone?" Tom asked, "is he out of his mind?"

"Desperate I think," Ezra said with a sigh, "but even so, he can't do this. Ready your team. I'll lead them. We have to find him before he gets seriously injured, or even killed."

"But I thought..." Tom protested, but he shut up when he saw Ezra's face, and nodded.

"I sure hope you're okay in there Hiccup," Ezra mumbled, "what would we do if you died..."

0-0-0-0-0-0

_Alrighty fellas! The second riddle! The answer was **Nothing**, and the winner this time is Mystery Writer 5775. So, if you could PM me your address, I'll send you something!_

_Before I give you the third riddle, I have a small request for the guests. It would be great if you could use a guest name, that way it's easier to tell you all apart. it get's really confusing if I have bunch of guests and I don't know who is who, you know? Thank you in advance!_

_Alright... the third riddle... here it is:_

**_I have four wings, but cannot fly.  
>I never laugh and never cry<br>On the same spot I'm always found  
>Toiling away with little sound<br>What am I?_**

_Good luck!_
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_Howdy fellas! I'm back with another update! I'll try to update every Friday, so far that's been going great!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Storm Blows Through It, Part X**

"Alright!" Ezra called out to the group in front of him, "our only goal is to find Hiccup. If you see, or hear, any sign of this dragon, turn around and run. I know that's not what we usually do, but this is different. I don't want any more of you to end up in the hospital, so be careful. Please. Stay together, stay sharp, stay alert. Together we can do this! Let's go!"

Ezra turned around and started walking towards the door to the shelter. But just as he reached out to open it, he froze. Faster than lightning he turned back around, pointing his sword at a man right behind him.

"What did you say?" he asked menacingly.

The man gulped. "Nothing sir!"

"No..." Ezra said, stepping down the steps, "you did say something. I'm not sure I heard it correctly. Say it again."

"I was wondering why we should risk our lives for some brat, sir" the man said, adding the sir quickly.

"Some brat?" Ezra asked, lowering his sword, "some brat? That "brat" has more balls than all of you combined! He went in there, probably to find that dragon, and with that the cure. All you've been doing is cower in the corner! Even now you hide from this beast! Hiccup is the one that found out what this dragon is, Hiccup is the one that discovered the storm! Tell me, Bruce, where would we be without this "brat"? We'd be washed away, many of us would be dead. Hiccup saved us, and now he's single handedly doing it again, or trying to. We took this boy into our midst, we cannot abandon him when he needs us! Now, if there are any among you that will not help me find him, by all means, leave. I won't stop you."

The crowd was dead silent, all eyes on Bruce, the man who had spoken up. No one moved, until Bruce straightened his back and turned around. Ezra watched him go with a dark look on his face, and he turned to the other people before sheeting his sword.

"Any one else?" he asked.

"No sir," an elder woman spoke, "we're here to help you find the boy. Whatever the cost."

"Alright," Ezra said while he opened the door, finding the torches in the hallway already lit, "seems like Hiccup has lit the torches on his path. Come on, let's follow them and see where we end up."

He stepped into the tunnel, his hand on his sword. Hiccups small footprints were still visible on the ground, the watery trail leading into the hall. The flickering light of the torches created eerie shadows on the wall, and he felt like the dragon was all around him. They made it to the dining room without a sign of the little beast, and with no sign of Hiccup. He sighed, leaning on the table, then he turned to his group.

"Let's split up," he said, "makes groups of four."

"Is that wise?" a man asked, "shouldn't we stay together?"

"It would be better to stay together, yes," Ezra said, "but these tunnels are narrow. And if we're all in one place, we make it easier for the dragon to pick us off one by one. If we take multiple tunnels at once, we increase the chances of finding Hiccup, while we make it harder for the dragon to take us all out."

"Right..." the man mumbled, "you're right."

"Very well then," Ezra said, "groups of four, each take a direction. Be careful people!"

They were about to split up, when an angry hiss froze them dead in their tracks. Immediately they drew their weapons, ready to attack the dragon when it came for them. The hissing grew louder and louder, until a deafening shriek filled the room.

"Go!" Ezra shouted, "back to the door!"

In an instant, they were running. The hallway suddenly seemed to be five miles long, never ending while they ran to the door, the angry dragon hot on their heels. Every moment they expected to drop down into a coma, but they made it out, stumbling and gasping for breath. There was one last shriek, then they heard the dragon run away from the door.

"That went well I see," Bruce said coldly, and Ezra looked up with fire in his eyes.

"You," he said, stabbing a finger at the man, "you will stand guard, right here, at this door. And if you move before we found Hiccup, or before he comes out himself, I'll have you thrown in jail. Understand?"

Bruce stared back defiantly, but he was no match for Ezra's death stare. He shrugged a little.

"Fine," he mumbled, "you're the boss."

"That's what I thought," Ezra said while he turned to the rest of his group, "any one injured?"

They shook their heads, and he breathed a sigh of relief. At least there would be no more in the hospital. The healers had their hands full as it was.

"You're on your own Hiccup," he mumbled softly, "and I hope you know what you're doing. I really do."

0-0-0-0-0

"Okay..." Hiccup whispered as he looked at the long dark hallway in front of him, "I can do this... think of Wrenlou... and the others... I can do this..."

He took a step, half expecting to feel shard claws slash his leg, but nothing happened. He looked back to the small stream of light that came in through the door. He took a deep breath, gripped his torch tighter, and continued walking.

He advanced slowly, cautiously, lighting the torches on the wall as he advanced. He carefully turned the corners, but there had been no sign of the dragon so far. He made it to the dining hall without so much as a sound. There he stopped for a moment, looking at the several different tunnels that led away from the room.

"Right..." he mumbled, "that leads to the sleeping quarters... that leads to the infirmary... that's the library... so it would be either one of those I think..."

He stared at the two dark tunnels, one on his right, one on his left. Both looked menacing and positively uninviting. He couldn't see in them, all he saw was darkness, but he already knew that even though the dragon was grey, it was a master in hiding in the shadows.

"Left...? or right..." he mumbled, looking from one tunnel to the other, "I guess it doesn't matter... either one is dangerous..."

After a few more moments of hesitation, he decided to go left. There was no particular reason why he chose to go that way other than that the tunnel looked a little less dark and threatening in his eyes. He gripped his torch, made sure the light wouldn't go out any time soon, and stepped forward. He was even more careful than before, passing side tunnels quickly. He never saw any sign of the dragon, but he did stumble upon something else.

"Eggs?" he said, hardly believing what he saw.

He looked around the room, the nest in the center. He saw the bones that practically covered the floor, along with some torn shreds of clothes, but no sign of the riders or the dragon. Cautiously he moved closer to the nest, and the three shining grey eggs that were in it, and that's when he understood.

"That's why you were attacking us," he said softly, "you were just protecting your babies. To you, we're the intruders, the invaders. You probably thought we came here to steal your eggs, didn't you..."

He didn't expect an answer, but he got one. An angry hiss from behind him had him frozen dead in his tracks. When he turned around slowly, he saw the small dragon only inches away from him, it's eyes narrowed and it's tail raised above it's head. He swallowed hard, and stepped away from the nest.

"N..nice dragon," he said, his voice trembling slightly, "you don't want to hurt me... I would never dream of hurting your babies..."

The dragon shrieked, and Hiccup flinched, dropping the torch. The dragon kept advancing, swishing her tail back and forth, the three claws on the end glistening in the flickering light of the fire.

"Please," Hiccup said softly, reaching out towards the dragon, "I just came here to help my friend... and all the others that you attacked... I just want them to wake up..."

He tripped over something and landed on the ground. The dragons shrieked again and with a speed that surprised Hiccup she ran towards her nest and curled around the eggs, making sure they were okay. Then she turned back to Hiccup, her tail taking it's menacing position once again. Hiccup gasped as the dragon came towards him again, and he kept crawling back until he hit the wall. Now he saw what he had tripped over. Wrenlou's bow.

"That's why you attacked them..." he whispered, "they found your nest, didn't they? And you just protected your babies..."

The dragon growled, but lost something of her menacing stance. She tilted her head, looking more like a confused puppy than like an angry mother.

"Look," Hiccup said, reaching out once again, "I didn't come here to hurt your babies, okay? I just came here for the antidote of your venom. I just want to help my friends..."

As soon as his hand came in contact with the dragon's nose, she snapped at him, her tail slashing his arm at the same time. He yelped and pulled his hand back. Not only were there teethmarks in his hand, there were also three cuts on his wrist.

"I just wanted to help my friend..." he said, tears forming in his eyes, from pain and shock, "I just... I just wanted to help... I never w...wanted to... to hurt your babies..."

He cradled his arm against his chest, tears slipping down his cheeks. He knew that he would fall unconscious soon, he already felt the effects of the venom in his blood. His vision was becoming blurry, like he was looking through a fogged up window. His head was spinning, and he felt how the claws of darkness were pulling on him from all sides. He tried to fight the darkness, be he knew he was losing. So he pulled his legs up to his chest and wrapped his good arm around his knees. The dragon growled as she backed away, and he looked at her pleadingly.

"I just wanted to help my friend..." he mumbled, before the darkness finally engulfed him and pulled him under.

_0-0-0-0-0_

_Hello again! And welcome back to Queen Aurora's weekly riddle game! First, an announcement. I haven't heard anything from last weeks winner, MysteryWriter5775, so if you would please send me a message? Thank you!_

_Then, to this weeks riddle... the correct answer was a Windmill, and the winner is... *drumroll*... Crazyforxqueen! Congratulations! Send me a message, and I'll send you something back..._

_Lastly, the new riddle. New riddles, new chances! Here you go!_

**_I can be swallowed, but I can swallow you too. What am I?_**

_Good luck everyone!_


	46. A Storm Blows Through It, Part XI

_People I am so sorry I didn't update last week! Here I am saying that I'm on a roll with weekly updates and BAM, I miss one. But between writers blocks and little kittens (yes, we have a kitten) writing was nearly impossible. Try writing a story with a kitten nibbling on your toes and chasing your fingers across the keyboard. I can tell you, the sentences can get very... creative._

_Anyway, there will most likely be one more chapter after this, and then it's on to the next story, which I have all planned out too. So that should be a breeze to write._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Storm Blows Through It, Part XI**

His cheek was laying on something hard and sharp, and for a moment he was confused. He was sure his pillow wasn't made out of rocks. When he opened his eyes and was greeted by only darkness, cold all around him, he remembered what had happened, and where he was. He rubbed his eyes. The cave around him was pitch black, the torch must have gone out while he was asleep. He tried to sit up, but when he leaned on his hands, a sharp pain shot through his right arm, and he froze. He hadn't been asleep. He had been attacked by the dragon that kept Wrenlou and so many others in a coma. He had been infected with the same kind of venom. He had passed out, due to that venom. So why was he awake now?

He grabbed his arm, finding it covered in some sticky, slightly warm substance, that seemed to cover his arm from his elbow to his wrist. He looked around again, for any sign of the dragon, and when he saw nothing, not even a trace of the ice blue eyes, he tried to stand. The moment he was on his feet he was overwhelmed by a wave of dizziness. He had to seek support against the wall, or he would have fallen.

With one hand against the wall, he rubbed his other on his tunic, trying to get some of the sticky substance off. He wasn't sure what it was, but he was sure it wasn't blood. It felt too thick for blood, too sticky. He took a few steps, but stumbled and fell to his knees. Knowing he would most likely not be able to stay on his feet anyway, he crawled on his hands and knees. He had no idea what direction the exit was, but he hoped the dragon didn't discover his attempts to escape. He still had no idea why he was awake now, for all he knew he had been down here for months and the poison had worn off on it's own.

His hand touched something and he recoiled before he realized it was the torch that he had dropped earlier. He knew he still had the flint in his pocket somewhere, so he grabbed it, and after a few shaking attempts he managed to light the torch. As he looked around he noticed that the eggs hadn't hatched yet, so unless the dragon's eggs took years to hatch, like a night fury's eggs, he hadn't been down here for years. The one thing that scared him was that he didn't see the mother dragon anywhere.

Another wave of dizziness washed over him and he leaned against the cave wall. It seemed as if the pain in his arm intensified as well, and he grit his teeth to keep from crying out. He closed his eyes for just a moment, and the next thing he knew he felt two little claws grab his injured arm. His eyes hot open to see the mother dragon next to him. She was holding his arm in the claws of her first front legs, standing on the other four. He stared at her, his eyes wide, and she looked back, her ice blue eyes calm. As he looked at her, she pulled his arm closer to her, and started licking the wounds. With a shriek he tried to pull away, but the dragon hissed, baring her teeth and he froze. She continued licking his arm, covering it in the same sticky substance he had rubbed off earlier. When she was done, she let go of his arm, and stepped back. He stared at his arm, and went to wipe it clean again, but stopped when he felt the pain subside, and the nausea and dizziness faded. He kept staring at his arm for what seemed forever, then he looked up at the dragon, that hadn't moved at all.

"Y...your saliva..." he mumbled, "it's... it's the antidote... isn't it?"

The dragon dipped her head, then looked up at him again. Hiccup smiled, feeling the pain fade completely.

"I have to tell the others!" he said excitedly, "this is the answer we've been looking for! I have to go tell the others!"

But when he tried to stand, the cave spun, and he sunk back down against the wall. The dragon crooned softly and moved little closer.

"I... I suppose I could wait a little longer," Hiccup said, smiling shyly, "until I feel better."

The dragon dipped her head again and moved closer, walking on all six of her legs, but when she stood, she would stand on four, holding the other two up as if they were arms. Carefully, Hiccup reached out to her, his hand shaking slightly as he had not yet forgotten what had happened the last time he had tried this. But this time no sharp teeth sank into his hand, no claws ripped his skin. The dragon pressed her nose against his palm, then she clambered onto his lap, where she curled up. Hiccup smiled, stroking her a little.

"Say," he said, careful to avoid the sharp tail, "will you help me save my friends? You can give them the antidote too. All you have to do is lick their wounds and they should be fine, right."

The dragon looked up, looking into his eyes. Then she turned to look at the nest, and the eggs that were in it. It took a while, but then Hiccup understood her.

"I promise you, no one will ever bother you again," he said softly, "I'll make sure of that. I'll have Ezra seal this corridor, so you can raise your babies in peace, if you help me wake my friends."

The dragon crooned softly and slipped off his lap. She walked to the exit of the cave where she turned back to look at him.

"I don't understand..." Hiccup mumbled, "what do you want me to do?"

She came back and pulled his boot. He stood up and she tried to pull him along with her.

"Oh... right... you want me to follow you," Hiccup nodded and he grabbed the torch, "I can do that."

The dragon ran into the tunnel, quickly disappearing from sight. A few moments later she was back, looking at him like she was telling him to hurry up.

"I'm coming, really," Hiccup said, "I'm still a little dizzy"

This time the dragon walked slowly, stopping every few pases to make sure he was still following. She led him to a smaller room, and when he went in, the light hit three bodies laying on the floor. Two women and a man. He didn't know the women, but he recognized the man.

"Rico!" he exclaimed, almost dropping the torch.

At first glance the three riders appeared to be dead, but upon closer inspection he discovered that they were still alive. They were breathing shallow, probably in a deep coma, but they were alive. They all had a single cut on their arm, the wound close to completely healed already. The dragon pushed passed him, and gave their arms the same treatment as Hiccup's. She licked them until they were covered in a layer of sticky saliva.

"How long will it take before they wake up?" Hiccup asked, watching the three people with concern.

The dragon didn't answer. She simply looked at him, her expression blank.

"You don't know, do you," Hiccup asked, and the dragon shook her head. Hiccup sighed and looked at the three adults. "Well, there's no way I can get the out myself. I'm going to need help. Do you want to help me? I promise they will just get these people out. They will leave your eggs alone. And then we have to find a way to get you to the hospital, so you can help the ones that are still unconscious there."

The dragon tilted her head, as if she was thinking his proposal over in her head. After a while she looked up at him and dipped her head.

"Great!" Hiccup said, "now, I assume that you can't get out in sunlight, right? That's why you live here in these caves?" When the dragon nodded, he sighed. "So... we have to get you to the hospital... maybe at night? Can you come out at night? I bet you can... Alright, then here's the plan..."

0-0-0-0-0

"Anything yet?" Ezra asked.

"No sir, nothing yet. No sign of him," Bruce answered, "sir... maybe we should start considering the possibility that he's dead?"

"No!" Ezra said harshly, "I will do no such thing. He has to make it, he has to.. let me know when he's here."

"Yes sir," Bruce mumbled as Ezra walked away, "but I doubt if we'll ever see that kid again. Well, I certainly won't miss him. Annoying little..."

Right at that moment the door flung open, nearly hitting him in his face, and Hiccup stumbled out into the rain. The boy looked disoriented and stumbled on his feet. He was gasping for air, like he had just run for his life.

"Ez... Ezra..." Hiccup gasped, "I... I found it. Ezra, I found it..."

Bruce jumped forward to catch the boy as he was swaying on his feet, seemingly barely able to stay conscious.

"Ezra!" he yelled, his voice carrying much farther than Hiccup's soft whispers, "Ezra he's here!"

Immediately the man came running, kneeling next to Bruce who was holding Hiccup in his arms.

"Hiccup! Are you okay?" Ezra asked, concern clearly in his voice, "my gods... your arm... we have to get him to the hospital, quickly. He's slipping into a coma too..."

"N..no..." Hiccup mumbled, finally catching his breath, "I... I already did that... I found the antidote... I...it's her saliva..."

"Her saliva!?" both Bruce and Ezra yelled at the same time.

Hiccup nodded. "Y...yes... It's really easy. We just have to bring her over to the injured riders and she can wake them."

"But Hiccup," Ezra said while he helped the boy to his feet, "she attacks all who come near."

"No she won't," Hiccup said, "really. She will help us, and then we must close off the corridor that leads to her nest, so she can raise her family in peace. It will be safer for us and for them. And I also found Rico and... eh... the others..."

"You did?" Ezra asked, "Hiccup that is great! Alright. What do we have to do. Where can we find them?"

"I'll lead you and a few healers there," Hiccup said, and then we must wait till nightfall to get the dragon over to the hospital. She'll die in the sunlight."

"Sunlight?" Ezra asked while he looked up at the sky, where the thick grey clouds were still pouring rain over them, "I don't see much sunlight."

"Well... okay true," Hiccup said, "but it's safer to wait till it's dark. Just to be sure."

"That won't be long," Ezra said, "alright, come on. Let's fetch some healers and bring those people out. They have been in there for long enough."

Hiccup nodded and followed Ezra to the hospital. The situation was explained quickly to the healers, and although some resented the fact of having a dragon lick their patients, most of the agreed when Hiccup showed them his arm, and that he had been affected by the poison, but cured with the dragon's saliva. After his arm was bandaged, Ezra, six healers, three gurneys and himself went back into the shelter. Finding Rico and the others was easy, and not an hour later all three riders had been transfered to the hospital, and the sun had begun to set. Hiccup stayed with Wrenlou and Broghan until midnight, then he would go get the dragon.

"You must be crazy," Broghan said, "to go in like that. All alone, no weapon..."

"But I did find the answer," Hiccup said, "and in just a few hours it will all be okay."

"You do know that if Dale hears about this, he's going to be furious, right?"

"Yeah..." Hiccup mumbled, "I suppose there's no way we can keep this from him?"

"I doubt it!" Broghan laughed, "you saved half of dragon city, including Wrenlou. There's no way we can keep this from Dale. Hey, he won't be too angry. I mean sure, you got injured, but you saved so many others. And even if it was stupid and irresponsible and you shouldn't have done it, I'm sure he can understand why you did it."

"You think?" Hiccup asked.

"Absolutely," Broghan said, "I know Dale. And I know he may seem strict at times, be he cares about us. All of us. That includes you, Hiccup. If he gets angry, just remember that he's angry because he cares."

"Yeah..." Hiccup mumbled, "I should go... it's almost midnight."

"We'll be here..." Broghan said, "good luck Hiccup, I know you can do it."

"Thanks..." Hiccup mumbled while he stood up, and quickly left the room.

Retrieving the dragon was easy. She was waiting for him just behind the door, as he had asked of her. She allowed him to take her under his cloak, and into the hospital, where the healers had darkened the rooms, the only light being a single torch.

"Alright," Daisy said, "Hiccup, you have the dragon? Good... alright. Let's go to Wrenlou first. After that you can take her to the other rooms, and when she's done, you can take her back."

Hiccup nodded and followed the woman to Wrenlou's room. Snowflake growled a little as soon as he came in, she was probably smelling the other dragon.

"It's okay girl," Broghan said softly, "she will make Wren better."

Although she quieted down, Snowflake kept a watchful eye as the healer undid the bandages from Wrenlou's side. She stayed close to her rider as Hiccup set the small dragon next to him, and she watched how the dragon licked the wound, covering it with her thick saliva. The the healer bandaged it again, and Hiccup picked the dragon up again.

"Now we wait," he said.

"Yes," Broghan agreed, "now we wait. Go help the others. I'll be here."

Hiccup nodded and followed Daisy to the other riders. Broghan sighed and sat down next to his brother.

"Now we wait..." he mumbled, "I just hope we won't be waiting too long..."

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Hello again my dear readers! Are you all ready for the next riddle? No? Too bad! Because I'm gonna give you one anyway. Of course I will also tell you the answer to the last one, if you all remember what that was._

_The answer was **Pride**, and the winner is Midnight the black fox, so, if you can tell me your address over PM, I would be delighted..._

_And then we have a new riddle! Here it is!_

_What flies when they're on and floats when they're off._

_Good guessing every one!_
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And another story comes to an end! The one after this will take place directly after this one. And I know exactly what it's gonna be about...

Enjoy!

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Storm Blows Through It, Part XII**

Waking was strange. It felt like his mind wanted to wake up, but his body was still so very tired, like he had run for miles and miles. It was a struggle to even open his eyes, and when he finally did, everything was just a blur. He wasn't sure what he was seeing, and it took a while before the high, curved ceiling came into focus. He now realized that he had never seen it before. He groaned when he tried to move and his entire body just hurt.

"Wrenlou? Wren? Are you awake? Hiccup! Hiccup, he's awake!"

The voice was puzzling, familiar and yet strange, but he wasn't given much time to think about it. Before he knew it he found himself in the embrace of an older boy. After a while the other boy pulled away, holding him by his shoulders.

"Wren... I was so worried about you... don't ever do that again!"

"Broghan...?" he whispered.

Broghan nodded. "Yes, it's me. Ezra came to tell us what happened. I've been worried sick!"

"I..." Wrenlou stared at his brother, "what happened...?"

"You can't remember?" Broghan asked frowning, "nothing at all?"

Before Wrenlou could answer Hiccup stormed into the room, closely followed by a healer. The young boys face lit up when he saw his friend awake, and he practically jumped him, throwing his arms around his shoulders and pulling him in for a hug.

"I'm so glad you're awake!" Hiccup exclaimed while he pulled away, "I was worried."

"Why..." Wrenlou asked, still puzzled, "why was every one worried? Where am I? What happened?"

"How much do you remember?" the healer asked.

"Not much," Wrenlou admitted, "just... we went to find the... dragon, I think it was... that was attacking us, and then we found it's nest. It attacked us, we made it back to the hall, and after that it's just... blank."

"It was a dragon," Hiccup said excitedly, "and the reason that you don't remember is because it carried a poison that put you in a coma for almost a week. You're in the hospital."

"The fact that you don't remember is due to that venom," the healer explained, "it's the same in all the patients. Can you sit up?"

"I.. I don't know..." Wrenlou said, still thoroughly confused.

Every movement was painful, but with the help of the healer and some pillows in his back, he was able to sit up. It was then that he spotted a white heap in the corner of the room, and it was looking at him with blue and green eyes.

"Snowflake!" he called happily, and the dragon jumped up.

He barely had time to brace himself for the impact, and the moment she reached him Snowflake started licking his face. She was whining and yipping like a dog, setting her front paws on the bed and rubbing her head against Wrenlou's chest. After a while she calmed down and put her head on his legs, while the healer took to examining his wounds. The three cuts had come a long way, and were healing nicely. After she rebandaged them she left the room.

"I still don't get it," Wrenlou said, stroking Snowflake's head, "what exactly happened?"

"Well, after you were attacked and fell unconscious, more riders were attacked before we could figure out what it was exactly," Hiccup said, "it took many long hours in the library before I figured out what it was called. Unfortunately that didn't give me the antidote. so... eh... I went into the shelter to find it and... eh... it attacked me too."

He showed Wrenlou his bandaged arm before he continued. "I did fall unconscious, but I woke up what I believe was just a few hours later. It turns out that her saliva was the antidote."

"Wait, back up," Wrenlou said, interrupting Hiccup, "you went back in there... alone? Are you insane?"

Broghan chuckled. "That's what I said. And Ezra. And basically everyone in Dragoncity. But you can't deny that he saved everyone who had been attacked by this dragon with his little stunt, even if it was dangerous and stupid and risky and insane..."

"Okay! Okay... I get it..." Hiccup said while he fumbled with the bandage, "I'm sorry, okay?"

"I'm not mad..." Wrenlou said, his tone softening, "in fact, I'm grateful. Really. So, what happened to Rico? And... Michelle? And the other woman?"

"Oh I found them too," Hiccup said proudly, "well... the dragon led me to them."

Wrenlou smiled a little and he rubbed his side. "Thanks Hiccup... really..."

Hiccup smiled and looked up when the healer came back in. She was carrying a cup with a hot contents, the steam was spiraling out of the cup. She handed it to Wrenlou, who frowned.

"What's this?" he asked, holding the cup out to her.

"It's a mixture of several different herbs," she explained, "it helps your body get rid of the rest of the venom. It might have a strong after taste."

"In other words, it's disgusting," Wrenlou said while he carefully sniffed the contents of the cup.

"Well... yes," the woman said, "that's why I have a cup of water for you when you drink it all."

"Fine..." Wrenlou sighed, and he gulped the liquid down.

He shuddered and pulled a face of disgust when he took the other cup with water from the healer. After he had emptied that, he looked up at her.

"What did you just gave me!" he said forcefully, "that was the worst thing I've ever tasted."

She smiled a little. "It's better if you don't know."

Wrenlou frowned. "Why? What was in it?"

She just shook her head and left the room. Wrenlou looked at Broghan, then Hiccup.

"What was in it?" he asked again, "come on, tell me. What was in it."

"We really shouldn't..." Hiccup started, and Broghan nodded in agreement.

Wrenlou grunted and crossed his arms. "No fair!" he complained, "I deserve to know!"

Hiccup shook his head, and so did Broghan. "Believe me brother, it's best if you don't know."

Wrenlou eyed them suspiciously. "It's her spit wasn't it. Her saliva was in it."

Broghan sighed. "Yes..."

"You made me drink dragon spit?" Wrenlou asked and he shuddered, "that's so gross... don't ever make me do that again!"

"Or what," Broghan teased him gently, "what will you do? Makes us drink it too? Hiccup already did that. I had a taste just to see what is was like. You see, you're not alone. In fact, every one who has been infected has to drink it after waking up.

"Gross..." Wrenlou mumbled softly as he closed his eyes, "just... plain gross..."

Broghan smiled a little as Wrenlou fell asleep again. All his worries had been lifted. His brother would be okay.

0-0-0-0-0

Just three days later Hiccup was back in the shelter, together with Ezra and a few others. They had decided to close off most of the tunnels, leaving just the rooms and a few of the halls for the riders and the dragons during a storm. The rest was to be closed off with a thick wooded door, so that they would be able to get in in cases of emergency. It really was the best solution. This way the little dragon would be able to raise her family in peace, and the riders would be safe from her venomous attacks.

"Excellent work men," Ezra said as he watched the workers install the last door, "truly excellent. This way we'll both be safe."

Hiccup nodded. "That's what dragon riders are for right? To protect those who need protecting? Even if it are other dragon riders? Or dragons?"

"You know what," Ezra said, looking down on the boy, "you are absolutely right. That is what dragon riders are for."

Hiccup smiled. Knowing that he did the right thing only made him feel better. He knew that his actions had been stupid and dangerous, but in the end it meant that he had saved both the dragon riders and the dragon that now coexisted with them. His smile widened when he caught a glimpse of ice blue eyes just beyond the door. They looked back at him, then disappeared into the darkness. Hiccup looked up at Ezra, and seeing the man's attention on the workers and the door, he slipped out. He knew of one back exit, a very small tunnel in the rocks they had left open so the dragon could hunt for her babies. It was too small for a human anyway, barely big enough for the dragon herself. That's where he went, wrestling through the bushes. And that's where he met her again, her eyes watching him from the darkness. He knelt in front of the hole, extending his hand.

"You and your babies will be safe now," he whispered, "just like I promised."

She crooned softly and licked his hand. Then she pulled away a little and three smaller sets of ice blue eyes peered at him from the darkness. Hiccup gasped, as he saw one of the babies come a little closer. Instead of grey, like it's mother, it was a pale white, the sharp spines at the end of its tail soft and flexible. The other two quickly revealed themselves, both the same colour as their sibling.

"They're beautiful..." Hiccup whispered and he gently ran a finger over their tiny heads, "really. You must be a proud mama."

The dragon crooned and licked her babies. Hiccup smiled when he saw how she pushed them back into the tunnel and turned to him one last time.

"Goodbye..." he mumbled, "be safe."

She nodded and licked his finger. Then she turned away, quickly disappearing into the shadows. He sat there for a while, before he stood up again. He was soaking wet again, since the rain was still pouring from the sky, and he knew that he had to get dry clothes as soon as possible. After all, he didn't want to get sick. In a few days time they would get back to the Bay, for the last part of their training, and he had to fit for that.

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_And another riddle succesfully guessed! The answer to this one was Feathers. And this weeks winner is Kenraali! So if you want to give me your address, sent me a PM. if you don't, that's fine too, just let me know!_

_Alright, onto the new riddle. Here we go!_

_I am a word, six letters long  
>I sometimes enter with a gong<br>All in order from A to Z  
>I start with the letter B<br>_

_What is the word?_

_Good luck!_
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_And here we are, with a new story! I hope the transition from one to the other isn't to weird... this takes place right after the last. Just so you know!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part I**

"Are you sure you'll be okay?" Ezra asked for what must have been the hundredth time.

Wrenlou nodded. "I'm fine," he insisted, "just a little tired. And besides, Snow doesn't need me to fly if I pass out, she can fly without me just fine. And I have Broghan and Hiccup with me, I will be just fine."

"Very well," Ezra said, "on your way. Fly as fast as you can, so you can get out of this rain. Especially you, Wrenlou!"

Wrenlou nodded and turned away. He waited for Broghan to fly up, then followed his brother closely. Hiccup flew behind him, and they went back to the Bay as fast as possible. Nevertheless, they were completely soaked by the time they arrived, and Wrenlou was shivering, gripping his side.

"Come on," Broghan said, gently leading his brother into the Hall, "lets get you dried off, shall we?"

Dale and the other riders were also in the Hall, and they looked up when the trio entered, followed by their dragons. Leila jumped when she saw them, and she quickly grabbed some towels before rushing over.

"You're all soaked!" she said, wrapping the towels around their shoulders, "come near the fire."

"It is still raining outside you know," Broghan said and he rubbed his hair dry, "what did you expect? That we'd be totally dry?"

Leila chuckled a little and shrugged. She took her place next to the fire again, watching how the boys dried themselves off.

"It's good to have you back," Dale said as he stepped away from the table he had been working at, "certainly good to see you again Wrenlou. How are you feeling?"

"Tired," Wrenlou admitted, "and sore. But overall I'm okay."

Dale nodded. "That's good to hear. So tell me, how did you find the cure? The last time we heard about it, there was no cure, and very little hope of finding one. So how did you do it..."

"Well," Broghan said a little hesitant, "it was all Hiccup really. I... Hiccup, you should do the talking here... you were there when you first saw it and everything."

Hiccup nodded and rubbed the towel over his head, spiking his hair. "I wasn't the first to see it though. Wrenlou was."

All eyes now turned to Wrenlou, who looked a little paler than he should. He shrugged a little, causing the towel to slip off his shoulders.

"I guess it started when Rico went missing," he said, "him and two others. We didn't immediately realize that something had attacked them, we thought that they had wandered off in a drunken daze. Most riders were drunk from the night before. We made search groups and set out to find them, but me and my group came across the dragon's nest. That's when we first realized that Rico and the others could have been attacked."

He coughed, and pulled the blanket Leila draped around his shoulders closer, shivering a little despite the warm fire.

"It... attacked us too, and we ran, but not before anyone in the group had been injured by it. I saw it, but only briefly, and when we got back to the dining room, I was able to tell Hiccup what it looked like before I... passed out. After that... I don't know. The next thing I remember is waking up a few days ago."

Dale nodded, obviously concerned. "So what did happen after that?" he asked, "Hiccup? Can you tell me?"

Hiccup nodded. "After Wrenlou had described it to me, and after they had all collapsed into unconscious, Ezra organized a few more searches, but he stopped with it after too many people were attacked. I wasn't allowed to come anymore, because he believed that keeping me away from the danger would keep me safe. But then the dragon came to me... and that was the first time I really saw it myself."

He pulled his sketchbook out of his tunic. Somehow it had stayed dry, only the edged os the paper were a little affected by the rain. He showed them the drawing he had made of the dragon. He explained to them how he had spent hour after hour in the library, first the one in the shelter, and later the one in Dragoncity itself, just to try and find out more about the mystery dragon, and how he eventually found out what species she belonged to.

"This is all amazing of course," Dale said, "but how did you find the cure? If it wasn't in the books, how did you figure it out?"

"Well..." Hiccup started, "I figured the cure would be part of her, just as the venom was. Maybe she had a gland somewhere that excreted it, or maybe it was just a processed version of the venom itself. Either was we needed that dragon alive."

"So what did you do?" Dale asked, fully aware of Hiccup's growing nervousness.

"I... eh..." Hiccup started, fumbling with his tunic, "I... I went back into the shelter to find the dragon...a...and I found it..."

"You did what!?" Dale yelled, "what were you thinking!"

"I...I had to..." Hiccup stammered, "I had to find the cure. I had to..."

"You completely disregarded your own safety!" Dale yelled, "what if you had been attacked?"

"I...I was..." Hiccup whispered, "i...it did attack me... a...and I was affected by the poison. But then it licked me and it turned out it's saliva was the antidote and I was fine!"

"You could have died!" Dale shouted, letting his anger overshadow his worry, "why... how could you do that!"

"I...I'm sorry..." Hiccup mumbled while he moved away from the angry man, "I'm sorry..."

"Did you even think what would have happened if that dragon had left you there? You would have died, Hiccup, died!" Dale continued, "this is by far the most irresponsible thing you've ever done!"

Hiccup looked down as he continued to back away from Dale. Wrenlou tried to calm the man, but Dale just pushed him aside, and continued his angry tirade.

"You have no idea how worried we were about you! After Ezra's visit we were worried even more! And then you go and do something like that? Do you ever think about the other people in your life? You may have been on your own before, but you're not anymore, okay? There are people here who love you, who care about you, and I am one of them! I have never lost any of my students before, no matter how horrific the injury they suffered! I refuse to lose one to sheer stupidity!"

Dale pinched the bridge of his nose as he tried to control his anger. He found that he couldn't. The worry and fear for his pupils had expressed itself in an uncontrollable fit of rage. He turned back to the boy, who was almost backed up against the table.

"Did you ever think about the consequences of your actions?" he asked, his tone a little more controlled, "did you ever consider what we would be going through if you died? Did you ever think of Toothless? Tell me Hiccup, did you!?"

Hiccup now bumped into the table, tipping it over and causing all the things on it to spill over the floor. He stumbles to keep his balance, avoiding all eye contact. The fact that all his hard work was now completely ruined send Dale in another angry spell.

"Can't you watch what you're doing?" he shouted, "the storm destroyed enough, you don't need to contribute to it!"

"I'm sorry..." Hiccup mumbled.

"You're sorry!? That doesn't buy me anything, does it!"

Hiccup was staring at the ground, trying to make himself as small as possible. Broghan had warned him that Dale would be angry, but he hadn't been prepared for a tirade like this. He had completely forgotten Broghan's other words, that no matter how mad Dale was, he still cared for his students and would never hurt them intentionally. All he wanted now was to disappear.

Dale took a deep breath to gain more control over his emotions, trying to master his anger so that he wouldn't make things any worse. But when he looked at the mess on the ground, knowing he would have to start over, he couldn't help but be angry.

"Hiccup, stop standing there being useless and help me clean this up," he growled as he kneeled down.

He didn't see the expression on Hiccup's face. He didn't see the deep hurt that spread over the boy's features. He didn't realize what was going on until he heard rapid footsteps, a slamming door and Wrenlou's desperate call. That's when he looked up and realized that Hiccup was gone. Wrenlou was trying to go after him, but in his weakened and tired state he couldn't stay on his feet. He sighed and stood up again.

"He'll be back," he said, more to himself than to his students, "I guess I was a little hard on him."

"He did save all our lives you know," Wrenlou said, "you should be grateful. He's the reason I'm here right now, why all of us are safe. And in case you had forgotten, it was Hiccup who spotted the storm."

"I know," Dale said, rubbing his head, "I'll talk to him later."

The tension was now high in the Hall, and no one really said anything for the rest of the evening. Wrenlou fell asleep shortly after Dale's outburst, his head on Broghan's shoulder, and he stayed there for most of the evening, until Dale decided it was time for bed.

"Wait here for a moment Broghan," he said when he saw that Broghan was getting ready to carry his brother to bed, "I have to speak with Hiccup first."

Broghan nodded and sat back down again while Dale left the Hall, stepping into the still pouring rain. His dragon was next to him, using her wing to keep him dry, the only real protection they had from the harsh downpour. It wasn't long before he was back again, his face clouded with a downcast expression.

"He's not there," he said, his voice filled with worry, "can you all check your cabins to see if he's hiding?"

They nodded and while Broghan carried Wrenlou to his bed, the other teens quickly checked their own cabins for any sign of Hiccup. The moment Broghan entered the cabin, closely followed by Snowflake, the dragon started sniffing the air, nervously scratching the floor, and she wouldn't stop whining. Broghan quickly tucked Wrenlou in and rubbed her head, telling her that her rider would be okay and that he was just tired. But even after he left he could hear how she stayed restless, scratching the floor and whining a little. Thinking she would settle down, he checked his own cabin and after finding it empty, he went back to the Hall.

"So he's gone then," Dale said and he sighed, "I wonder where he could have gone..."

"Should we go look for him?" Leila offered.

"No... I don't think that will be necessary," Dale answered, "he won't go far with this rain, he will be back."

"You were rather hard on him you know," Broghan said, crossing his arms, "he may have taken huge risks with his live, but believe me, he was well aware of them. But even so he managed to save everyone, and he found the cure. You could have been thankful for that."

Dale took a deep breath before he turned to Broghan. The boy's words hit home. He knew he had let his anger and worry over rule his actions, and he knew that he shouldn't have yelled at Hiccup.

"I know that," he said, his voice a little strained from holding back another angry outburst, "I really do. And when he will be back I will apologize to him for that. Right now, all of you need to go to bed. Broghan, can you stay with Wrenlou tonight?"

"Sure..." Broghan mumbled and he quickly left the Hall.

As he watched the other kids leave, he couldn't help but feel a little guilty. Hiccup had saved almost 20 lives, including Wrenlou's. He shouldn't have reacted the way he did. In every rescue there was a risk, heck, he should know better than anyone. Wasn't it something just like that that had cost Starstruck her wing? Or maybe that was the reason he had reacted so angry. But Hiccup hadn't taken Toothless. He had kept his dragon out of danger. Dale sighed, and realized that there was no good reason to have been angry with Hiccup, other than his mounting worry spilling over. He would talk to the boy tomorrow, when he would be back. After all, who would want to stay out in the weather as it was?

He decided to stay awake, in the Hall and tend to the fire to keep it going. Hiccup would be soaked and cold when he came back, he would need someone to take care of him. And that would also give him time to properly apologize to the boy, like he should.

_0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Howdy readers!_

_Here we are, with yet another riddle! But before that, the answer and the winner of the previous one. The answer was Begins, and the winner this time is Braggy! So, PM me with your address, or tell me if you don't want to do that, whatever you like! Hope to hear from you!_

_And now on to the next riddle... are you ready?_

_They come out at night without being called,  
>and are lost in the day without being stolen.<br>What are they?_

_Good luck!_


	49. Consequences, Part II

_And I'm back with yet another chapter! I must say that writing this story is going much better than I expected, also because a friend of mine is egging me on, begging me to write more. You know who you are... and I don't mind! You can do that with every story. It motivates me to continue writing. Anyway, new chapter. Hiccup, what have you done..._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part II**

One word.

Just that one word.

One word, and he had been transported back to Berk, back to the days where he had been called useless, worthless, stupid. He would have been able to take Dale's scolding, he knew what he had done had been dangerous, and he knew that the man was worried about them, but that one word...

_Useless._

That was what hit the hardest. That was what made him run. He didn't even realize that Toothless was running after him, his paws making soft sounds on the wet sand. He didn't care that he was getting soaked. None of mattered. They didn't think he was worthy to stay here. They thought he was useless, just like his father had done. Like every one had done.

It was only when he tripped and fell face down in the sand that he noticed his dragon, ever faithful, had followed him outside, and was now standing over him. He looked up at Toothless' green eyes filled with worry, and wrapped his arms around his neck. He stayed like that for what seemed to be hours, and in all that time no one came to look for him, which only strengthened his believe that he wasn't wanted by them anymore.

When he finally looked up again it was dark. The sun had set, leaving the the island in a slumber. The lights in the distance were the lights of the small cabins, where the candles had been placed behind the windows, as they did every night. If he strained his eyes he could vaguely see the lights of Dragoncity, but they were obscured by the ever falling rain. The ocean was still sweeping over the beach, the waves high and restless, nothing like the calm tranquil azure waters he had become used to, but much more like the cold unforgiving waters that surrounded Berk on all sides. It seemed like the storm had changed Night Fury Island, and had transformed it into Berk.

He pulled himself onto Toothless' back, slipping on the wet leather of the saddle, and almost forced the dragon into the air. Toothless whined, but spread his wings and flew into the raging rain, the cold drops pelting down on them. Hiccup shivered, but he didn't plan to turn back. Why would he go back to a place where he wasn't wanted? But he couldn't get Toothless to steer away from the island. The dragon followed the coastline, away from the Bay, sure, but he stayed above the island, refusing to abandon their new home. Hiccup found he couldn't really care. He was shivering, soaked to the bone and still crying, and now he was also coughing periodically.

He leaned forward, laying his head on Toothless' head and stared at the trees far below. In the dark it was almost as if he was looking at the evergreens that lined almost every inch of the island of Berk, and not the waving palm trees and rainforest of Night Fury Island. Toothless flew slowly, the steady rhythm of his wings calmed his rider, and although his tears were lost in the rain, Hiccup kept crying. He felt hut, betrayed by the people he thought would mean a new start, a new life. He had started to see Dale as a sort of father figure, and now he had done exactly what his own father had always done.

He had called him useless.

He coughed, the sounds now harsh and raspy, and Toothless crooned, concerned for his rider's health. Hiccup petted the dragon's head, as if he was trying to say that he was fine. Toothless didn't seem to buy and went to land, setting down on the beach. Hiccup slid down to the ground, collapsing the moment his feet touched the sand. His legs had become cold to the bone, and he was shivering uncontrollably now. He faintly realized that his arm was throbbing, the arm that had been injured in the dragon's attack, but he didn't really care.

He sat on the beach for a while, Toothless' wing above him to shield him from the rain. When he finally did get up, his legs were still cold and hurting, but he managed to walk. He stumbled away from the water, every step his legs would remind him that they were to cold to be used, and every step he forced himself to take another. He was tired, cold and hungry. He was alone, with no one there but his dragon, and new tears rolled down his cheeks, mixing with the rain. He was now so soaked he believed he was wet to the bone.

Using the many palm trees for support, he stumbled through the night. He hardly registered that he would fall every so often, cutting his hands and knees on the sharp rocks that riddled this part of the island. He felt like he was in a haze, not registering where he was going, but he kept going, forcing his legs to go on.

He fell again, his arms unable to catch him, and he fell flat on his face. Unable to get up this time, he just lay there, until he felt how something picked him up and gently sat him on his feet again. Toothless stayed at his side this time as he stumbled forward, not realized he had stumbled into Wrenlou's little cove. Toothless coaxed him to the beach, and when he fell again, the dragon curled around him, allowing the boy to nestle against his warm scales while he wrapped him in his wings, shielding him from the rain. To the dragon, Hiccup's shivering and coughing had become alarming. Hiccup himself didn't notice how bad his coughing had become. His mind was still spinning around the betrayal he felt, the fact that he was so cold he believed he was freezing, and the realization that he would never be able to go back to the Bay, or Dragoncity. He wasn't welcome after all.

He fell asleep under Toothless' wing, while the dragon curled up as tightly as he could in an effort to keep the boy warm. Hiccup was restless, plagued by feverish nightmares and memories that haunted him during the night.

_It was snowing. In his young life he had never seen this much snow before. But then again, he was only 7 years old and had spent most of his winters inside, usually sick in bed, or just too scared to go out. There were two things about snow that scared him. The first was that it was so cold. It could hurt you if you were out in it, it could kill. It could take limbs. The second was the fact that is was quiet. It had the ability to arrive overnight. Where the village was free from snow one day, it could be covered in a thick, white blanket by the next morning. The snow was fun to play in, sure, and he loved to throw snowballs at unsuspecting victims, but no matter how much fun he had, the snow stayed something that frightened him._

_He looked around, but saw nothing besides the raging white around him. The snow had started unexpected, coming like the sneak thief he had always known it to be. It now covered the snow in an almost knee deep layer, covering the trees and obscuring them from view. He tried to call out, but he was so cold that his voice was just a tiny sound, unable to be heard above the howling of the wind._

_His teeth were clattering so hard he thought he'd chip them to small pieces, he had no idea what way the village, and he was so cold he'd thought he'd turn to ice if he didn't keep moving. He was crying, but the tears were freezing on his cheeks, and he could see that his fingertips were turning white._

_Something approached him, a figure hidden by the massive amount of snow. Frightened, he watched as the figure got closer, fearing it may be a dragon that had heard his cries. It was no dragon. It was his father. The man picked him up, wrapped him in the blanket he had been carrying and pressed him against his chest._

"_Why did you run off like that!" the man berated him while he carried his shivering son home, "if I take you hunting, you don't run off to look for trolls! Do you understand me? You don't run off to hunt for trolls! Trolls don't exist!"_

"_B...but G...Gobber said..." the child stuttered._

"_I don't care what Gobber said! He's not your father, I am! You do what I say, not what he says! You listen to me, not him! Do you understand that Hiccup? Do you?"_

_Hiccup nodded, still too scared to say anything. His father was right. It had been his own fault he had gotten lost, and trapped in the snowstorm. He shouldn't have run off._

He woke up crying, pressed against Toothless' side. The dragon was watching him, his wing raised slightly so that he could see his human. Hiccup was shivering, his clothes still damp. His cough had gotten worse over night, and now he felt a stabbing pain any time he drew a breath. Despite his best efforts not to cough, he couldn't help it, and every time he did, he could feel the pain stab his chest over and over.

Toothless crooned concerned about his young rider, but Hiccup didn't answer his dragon's unspoken question. He just lay against Toothless' side, shivering while the rain continued to pour down on them. Even though Toothless was shielding him from the water and the wind, he couldn't get rid of the cold that had settled in his bones.

Deep in his heart he knew he had to go back to the Bay, face the consequences of running away, then crawl into his bed and sleep for days, but he refused to go back. He didn't want to go back. Not ever again. So he stayed where he was, laying under Toothless' wing, resting against the dragons side. His coughing didn't go away, instead it continued to get worse. And when he felt how he was getting a fever, despite the ever present feeling of cold, he knew he was sick.

_0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Alrighty then! And here we are with yet another riddle! Are you still enjoying it? I know I am. A lot! It's amazing to be able to send my little creations all over the world._

_So, the answer to the last riddle was Stars, and the winner this time is Essenceofchange. So, PM me your address, and a surprise will come your way!_

_Okay, on to the new riddle. Here it is!_

_They say you can fear me, and they are not wrong.  
>I am the ultimate stalker<br>And though you can't always see me  
>You'll never be able to flee from me.<br>What am I?_

_Good luck!_


	50. Consequences, Part III

_And here we are with the next chapter! Dale really screwed up this time... didn't he..._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part III**

"Wren, no! You can't go out there! You're still recovering!" Broghan practically yelled at his brother as Wrenlou tried to get past him.

"We can't just abandon him!" Wrenlou protested, "it's not right! He should've been back by now! Something has happened and you know it!"

"I'm sure he's fine," Broghan said while he pushed Wrenlou back down, "I'm sure he'll be back. He just needs some time, that's all."

"He's been gone for two days!" Wrenlou said, "something has happened, I know it!"

"Wrenlou, calm down," Broghan said, determined to keep his younger brother in bed, "if you're really that worried, then I'll go out and look for him, okay? I'll go out and see if I can find him, if you promise me you'll stay here."

"You'd do that?" Wrenlou asked as he seized his struggles to get up.

"Yes I would," Broghan answered, "but only if you promise me you'll stay here, and do not attempt to go out yourself."

Wrenlou stared at the blanket, but didn't answer.

"Promise me Wren," Broghan pushed, "promise me. Please."

"I promise..." Wrenlou mumbled.

"Promise what?" Broghan asked.

"I promise I won't go after Hiccup myself, okay?"

Broghan nodded. "Okay. I'll go find him."

He stood up and walked to the door, where he looked back. Wrenlou was still staring at the blanket, and Broghan sighed.

"Hey," he said softly and Wrenlou looked up, "I'll find him. I promise."

"Okay..." Wrenlou said quietly, wrapping his arms around Snowflake's neck just as his brother left.

Broghan went straight to Dale, who was working to repair the damaged cabins, assisted by the girls. As soon as he saw Broghan approaching he got down from the ladder he was standing on.

"How is he?" he asked, concern clearly in his voice.

"He'll be fine," Broghan answered, "but I promised him I'd go out and look for Hiccup. It's been two days. He should have been back."

Dale sighed. "Very well," he said, "but be careful."

"Absolutely," Broghan said, and he turned away.

As he went to find his dragon, he looked up at the sky. It had finally stopped raining a few hours ago, but the sky was still covered in dark grey clouds. They were the very last remnants of what had been a violent storm. When he found Moonchaser, he wasted no time in gathering some supplies and taking off. He had no idea where he had to look, or where to begin, but he figured that he'd follow the shoreline.

As he followed the beach, he knew he wouldn't find tracks. If Hiccup had been running along the shore, the tracks he would have left would have been washed away by ocean tides and the rain. And if he had flown, he wouldn't leave tracks anyway. It would be a difficult search, but he had a promise to keep.

He flew lower, remembering how Wrenlou had found the boy the first time, hiding in a cave. There were many caves along this part of the beach, much more than could be seen from the sky. But the caves were empty, neither Hiccup or his dragon were there.

Cupping his hand around his mouth he called out, first Hiccup's name, then Toothless'. There was no response. He kept flying along the shore, continuously calling out for Hiccup or his dragon, but he got no response. After a few hours he landed, to stretch his legs and give Moonchaser a little rest, and he sighed, watching the tree line with his hands in his sides.

"Where could they be..." he mumbled to himself, "where could they be..."

He sighed and ran a hand through his hair. Then he turned back to Moonchaser.

"Come on, let's go," he said as he swung himself onto the saddle, "we have to find them. We just have to."

Moonchaser crooned and jumped into the sky again. As she did so, Broghan called out for Hiccup and Toothless again, but again got no answer. They flew slowly now, still following the shore line, still searching. Hiccup had been gone for two days already, he could have a massive head start.

Suddenly, Moonchaser's ears twitched as if he heard something, and Broghan frowned. He had learned long ago to always trust his dragon, and he did so now. Moonchaser crooned softly, then the dragon shrieked loudly. To his delight an answer came only seconds later, but he tried not to get his hopes up too much. It could be Toothless, but it could also be a wild Night Fury. Never the less it was something he had to check out, and he steered Moonchaser in the direction the sound had come from. The dragon went eagerly, probably knowing something his rider did not, and landed not far from a curled up Night Fury. The moment he slipped onto the sand he knew it was Toothless. The green flap on the dragon's tail gave him away.

"Toothless!" he called while he ran towards the dragon as fast as he could, slipping on the soggy sand of the beach, "Toothless!"

The dragon looked up, his pupils dilating as soon as he saw who was calling his name, but he didn't move from his spot. He stayed still.

"Toothless I'm so glad to see you!" Broghan exclaimed while he kneeled next to the dragon's head, "where's Hiccup? Is he alright? Did something happen?"

Toothless whined and lifted his wing, revealing his rider laying against his side. The boy seemed unconscious or asleep, shivering despite the rising temperature. His clothes were still damp and his hair was plastered on his forehead, and when Broghan touched his shoulder, he could feel the heat radiate off the boy. So why was he shivering?

"Hiccup," he said softly, "Hiccup, wake up."

Hiccup didn't wake up, not for a while. And when he did, his eyes were bloodshot, his cheek red. He was hardly even awake, mumbling to himself.

"Hey..." Broghan whispered, "come on... we have to go back."

"N...no..." Hiccup mumbled, weakly swatting at Broghan's hand, "d...don't want to go back... 'm never going back..."

"Why would you say that?" Broghan asked, not moving his hand from Hiccup's shoulder.

"Don't want to..." Hiccup mumbled, "don't want... 'm useless..."

"Who says you're useless?" Broghan asked, "you're not useless."

"Useless..." Hiccup muttered, not hearing Broghan, "dad says so..."

"Your father?" Broghan frowned, "he isn't here Hiccup. Your father isn't here."

"Dale..." Hiccup mumbled as he turned away from Broghan, "Dale says so..."

Broghan sighed. "Dale didn't mean it Hiccup, really. You're not useless. Think of all the things you've done. You helped a dragon fly again. You've saved dozens of people. You trained a poisonous dragon and got it to help you. That doesn't sound like someone who's useless to me."

"Useless..." Hiccup rambled on, "dad says so... 'm useless... m... mess everything up..."

"Well," Broghan said while he stood up, "I don't think you're useless, I think you're sick. And I'm taking you back to the bay."

He lifted the boy in his arms and carried him to his dragon. Toothless followed closely and watched how Broghan set Hiccup on Moonchaser's back, then climbed onto the saddle behind him.

"I'm sorry Toothless," Broghan said while putting an arm around Hiccup to keep him on the dragon, "you're gonna have to run back yourself. I don't know how to use the prosthetic."

Toothless whined a little, but took off in the direction of the bay. Broghan nudged Moonchaser and the dragon spread his wings, then took to the sky. They passed over Toothless, who sped up, running back as fast as he could.

He had expected Dale to be inside the Hall, but the man was actually on the plaza, pacing up and down, and the moment he landed, Dale came running over.

"Broghan!" he yelled, "what happened!?"

"Not sure," Broghan answered while he let the man take Hiccup before sliding down to the ground, "I found him like this. He's sick, he needs a healer."

"Leila!" Dale shouted, carrying Hiccup to Wrenlou's cabin where he would be staying since his own was still damaged, "get a healer from the city! Now!"

Leila, hearing the urgency in Dale's voice, nodded, called for her dragon and was in the air withing seconds. Broghan followed Dale, looking around for Toothless, but it could be a while before the dragon showed up. When they entered the cabin, Wrenlou was still asleep. Dale put Hiccup down on the other bed and left again, Broghan stayed behind. He sat next to Hiccup, worried about the boy.

It seemed hours before Leila came back with a healer at her side, and the woman waisted no time in starting her examination on Hiccup. She had kicked both Broghan and Dale out of the cabin, only allowing Wrenlou to stay because he was still asleep, and in need of his rest.

As she sat down next to her patient, she immediately noticed the redness of his cheeks, the sweat beading of his forehead. And despite the raging fever, he wouldn't stop shivering. His clothes were damp from the rain, and she started by pulling off his boots. After that she pulled the wet tunic off of him, soon followed by his pants. She wrapped his legs in the blanket as tightly as she could in an effort to get his body temperature up, and examined his chest. The boy showed no signs of injury other than the healing cuts on his arm, but they showed no sign of infection. It wasn't until she heard his ragged breathing and the raw coughing that she realized what was wrong. Before she was able to do any further testing to confirm her concerns, she was startled by a voice from the other side of the cabin.

"What's going on...?" Wrenlou asked, his voice still carrying the traces of his sleep.

"Wrenlou..." she started, but the boy had already seen Hiccup on the bed.

"Hiccup..." he whispered, clearly shocked by his friends feverish face, "what happened... what's wrong with him..."

"I'm not sure yet," she answered, "look, why don't you just rest, and let me do my job, okay?"

But Wrenlou wasn't having it. He slipped out of bed and walked towards Hiccup. He stumbled a little because he had just woken up, but he made it to the other side of the cabin, and sat down next to Hiccup's head.

"What happened?" he asked again.

"You tell me," the healer said, "Broghan said he found him hiding under Toothless' wing. Why was he even out in the first place? Did you send him away?"

"No!" Wrenlou said shocked, "never! But Dale was mad at him because he risked his life when he went to find the dragon that had attacked us. He said a few things and then... Hiccup just left. Dale said he'd be back and he wasn't and Broghan wouldn't let me go find him and I was worried and I just wanted him to be okay and..."

"Hey... calm down," she said softly, "you're rambling. I agree with your brother, for not letting you go. But I do think I need to have a word with Dale later on..."

Wrenlou didn't answer. He just looked down at Hiccup, and the heaving of his chest.

"It's bad," isn't it," he whispered.

"I'm afraid it is," the healer said solemnly, "there's a build-up of fluid in his lungs, and if it doesn't go away he could die. And he's severely hypothermic because of the cold rain. You know what, I think you can help after all."

"How?" Wrenlou asked, eager to do anything to help save his friend.

"Hold him," she answered, "hold him against your chest. Get him warm again. His body temperature needs to be normal if he has any chance of surviving."

"But... he's running a fever," Wrenlou said.

"Yes, but his core temperature is too low. Come here, sit right here."

She told him what he had to do, and when he looked down on Hiccup, he knew it was urgent. His auburn hair was damp from sweat, his cheeks red, and he was shivering despite the hotness of his skin. He slipped out of his own shirt, which he threw across the room onto his own bed. Then he pulled Hiccup against his bare chest and wrapped a second blanket about them both. He knew he was probably going to get extremely hot, but he figured he would wash off in the ocean sometime later. The healer nodded, and left the room.

"You'll be okay," Wrenlou whispered, "you can't die, you just can't... I won't let you die."

The moment she closed the door behind her, she was greeted by Dale and the other students. Moonchaser and Snowflake were trying to hold Toothless away from the cabin, the dragon whining and struggling, desperate to get to his sick rider.

"A word please," she said to Dale, "in private?"

Dale nodded, and led her to his own cabin, instructing the teens to stay where they were.

"Tell me what happened," she asked the moment the door closed behind them.

Dale sighed, ran a hand through his hair, and started recounting the events that led up to Hiccup running off. He told her everything, including the fact that he had lost his temper, and had yelled at the boy. When he was done, she shook her head.

"You're a fool," she said, "this boy saved so many lives, and you scold him because of that. He's been traumatized by his past and the things that happened to him, and you yell at him like that? I'm not surprised he ran off."

"I am sorry," Dale said, "I now know that what I did was wrong. I will apologize to him when he gets better. How is he?"

"I hope you get that chance," the healer said, "he's very very sick. There's a build up of fluid in his lungs, he's severely hypothermic and running a high fever. To be honest, it looks like the onset of pneumonia, and that can be deadly in his case."

Dale looked shocked. "Deadly?" he asked, "how can it be deadly? I had pneumonia!"

"Yes," she answered, "and I remember that. But the difference between you then and Hiccup now is that he was already weakened and his body's immune system had already been compromised by the poison of that dragon. That and the hypothermia he's suffering from, combined with his fever caused a very dangerous set of circumstances. Besides, pneumonia is often deadly in individuals under twenty, because their body is still growing."

"W...what can we do...?" Dale asked.

"Right now I told Wrenlou to try and get his temperature up," she said, "and I will go back to Dragoncity to get some medication. I think it's best I I stay in the Bay for a while, until he gets better, or until he dies."

Dale bit his lip. The idea that Hiccup could die, and the idea that it was his fault was simply too much to process. He felt a brief hand on his shoulder, then the healer left him, on her way back to Dragoncity to get the medicine Hiccup needed so badly. Dale stayed behind, guilt stricken and not sure what to do. He was still reeling with the healer's words. That Hiccup might die. And that it would be his fault.

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Alright guys! Another riddle, another winner! Are you still enjoying this? I know I am!_

_So this weeks winner is Fungame2, who correctly guessed that it was a Shadow. So PM me with an address, and I can give you the prize you've earned!_

_And now onto the next riddle... here it is! It's an easy one... everyone can know this..._

_If you say my name, I disappear.  
>What am I?<em>

_Good luck!_


	51. Consequences, Part IV

_Here we are fellas. I have no idea how much writing I can do next week, I have a dog staying over for a week, so that'll be fun. I'll try to write though, I'm sure a certain friend will make me._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part IV**

He was cold. That's what he noticed first. That he was cold. Yet he felt the warmth all around him, surrounding him like a cocoon of blankets. But somehow, he was still cold. For a moment, he was also confused. Confused as to where he was, and what had happened. He coughed, and in a flash it all came back. Dale's words, the running away. Getting sick and hiding under Toothless's wing. He remembered Broghan finding him, and then... nothing.

He sat up, or tried to. His body was too tired to cooperate properly, and the moment he tried again, he broke out in an intense coughing fit. He didn't notice how someone beside him stirred, rubbed his eyes, and then sat up. He only noticed Wrenlou when the boy pulled him up into a sitting position, held him there, and rubbed his back.

"It's okay," Wrenlou whispered, "it's okay... I'm here..."

After a while the coughing subsided, but not before he had coughed up some bloody slime that stuck to his chin. After Wrenlou had wiped it away he pulled the sobbing boy against his chest, still rubbing his back. After a while he calmed down, but he still felt horrible and cold. He nestled against Wrenlou's chest, and felt how the blankets were tucked around him. It did nothing to help him get warm.

"A...are you okay...?" Wrenlou asked, "are you hurt? How do you feel? Talk to me Hiccup, tell me what's wrong."

"T...tired..." Hiccup managed to say, "c...cold... s...so cold..."

Wrenlou pulled him closer, wrapping the blanket around him as much as he could. As he looked down on Hiccup, he felt the worry grow. Hiccup had just coughed up blood. No matter what anyone said, that was bad. Very, very bad. He decided to get Dale, hopefully a healer, and without disturbing Hiccup, he slipped out of the bed.

"I'll be right back," he whispered, "stay here, okay?"

Hiccup nodded weakly and pulled the blankets closer around his shivering body. After a last worried glance at his friend, he grabbed his shirt from his bad and opened the door while he pulled it over his head. The moment he opened the door however, a black dragon dashed past him, pushing him over in the process, and stopped next to Hiccup's bed.

"Toothless..." Wrenlou sighed as he stood back up, "be a little more careful next time, please. I don't much care for broken bones.

Toothless crooned, but didn't pay any attention to the boy at the door. Wrenlou sighed again, left the cabin and closed the door behind him. He didn't know where he could find Dale, or the healer, but he figured the Hall was the best place to start. While he made his way over there, carefully walking over the sand, he looked around. Most of the damage had been repaired, the roofs of the cabins had been fixed, the rubble had been cleared away. The Bay looked like it had never been terrorized by a hurricane.

Just before he reached the Hall, he had his second encounter with an over enthusiastic dragon, only this time, it was his own. Snowflake bounced around him as a happy puppy, before she pushed him over and started licking his face.

"Snow... no.. I don't have time for this right now... come on..." Wrenlou groaned as he tried to get the dragon out of his face, "come on... Hiccup is very sick and he needs a healer... get off of me.. please... ugh!"

He finally managed to push the dragon away, but she stayed at his side when he stood up and started walking towards the Hall again. While he was wiping the dragon spit from his face, he pushed the door open. The Hall was empty, except for one person, a woman, sitting at one of the tables. She looked up the moment he entered.

"Wrenlou," she said, "what can I help you with?"

"It's Hiccup," Wrenlou answered, who had recognized the healer the moment she looked up, "he woke up, but he coughed up blood. I'm worried."

"He coughed up blood?" the healer said as she stood up, "that's not good... Alright, I'll collect my supplies, then meet you at the cabin, okay?"

Wrenlou nodded and quickly left the Hall, making his way back to the cabin. When he opened the door he found Hiccup the way he had left him, curled up under the blanket. Toothless had his head on the bed, watching his rider with worried eyes. It wasn't long before the healer came in, carrying a bag. She sat down next to Hiccup after pushing Toothless aside, something the Night Fury wasn't too happy about.

"He's got pneumonia, hasn't he," Wrenlou said softly, "is he going to die?"

"How do you... did Dale talk to you?" she asked, "I told him to keep that information to himself."

"He didn't tell me," Wrenlou answered, "but I recognized the symptoms. The fever, the coughing... the blood..."

The healer frowned. "You recognized the symptoms? How?"

"I... I read all the medical books there are..." Wrenlou said, looking down, "I've always wanted to become a healer. I just never... life got in the way..."

"It means you can help me," she said, "you know what herbs are used to treat fevers?" When Wrenlou nodded, she pointed at the bag. "In there. Find them and make me a brew. Warm, but not too warm. Can I count on you?"

Wrenlou straightened his back and took a deep breath. Then he took the bag and stood up. "You can," he said, "I'll be right back."

The woman nodded and watched him leave. Then she turned back to Hiccup. His breathing was raspy, shallow, and she could see the traces of blood on his chin. She was deeply worried for the boy. Pneumonia on its own was no joke, but with a compromised immune system, it was almost always a killer. Right now they had to get his fever down, and his body temperature back to normal. Wrenlou wasn't gone for long. When he came back he was carrying a cup, the bag over his shoulder. As he handed the cup to the healer, she inspected the contents, then looked up.

"Impressive," she said, "you really do know what to do. Can I count on your help?"

"Sure..." Wrenlou said softly as he sat down on his own bed with a pained groan, a hand at his side, "when I'm not feeling too tired."

"Rest," she said while she pulled Hiccup into a sitting position and gently coaxed him to drink the brew, "you need it just as much. I can handle this."

Wrenlou nodded and lay down, still watching how the healer coaxed Hiccup to drink all of the potion.

"That should bring his fever down," she said as she tucked him in again, "we just have to get his core temperature up."

"Toothless can help," Wrenlou said, "if Hiccup rests against his belly. I mean, dragons have internal fires right? No better way."

"That..." she said while she looked at the black dragon, "is actually a great idea. Okay, Toothless... come here boy, help me warm your rider."

She didn't have to say it twice. Toothless rushed over and clambered onto the bed. He curled up against the wall, and Hiccup was quickly situated against the dragons warm scales. Toothless looked down on his rider, then folded his wing over him, trapping all the warmth inside.

"Alright," the healer said while she took her bag, "I leave him in your car for now. If there's anything, come get me."

"Wait," Wrenlou said sitting up, "what about the blood he coughed up?"

"I checked his lungs," she said, "and I don't think it's anything bad. Just some rawness in his throat. It's not unusual in pneumonia patients."

"I know that," Wrenlou said, "but it could be something serious too, right?"

"You said it was a small amount, right?" Wrenlou nodded. "That usually points to some rawness in his throat and mouth, mainly from coughing. We'll keep an eye on it, but there's not much I can do at his point."

"Okay..." Wrenlou mumbled.

The healer smiled a little and left the cabin, closing the door behind her.

_0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Hello lads and lassies! Here we are again with a new winner and a new riddle! The answer to last weeks riddle was Silence, and the winner is LittleDidYouKnow! So, PM me, please?_

_The next riddle is here! Guess away my fellow riddlers._

_I feel your every move, I know your every thought  
>I'm there from your birth and I'll see how you rot<br>I am your shadow, you shall never be free  
>Riddle me this, the answer is?<em>

_Good luck!_


	52. Consequences, Part V

_Hello peoples, here I am again, with yet another chapter. There's an important note at the bottom, make sure to read it!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part V**

When he came back and saw the healer leave Hiccup's cabin, he knew something had happened. So he abandoned the idea of more sword practice, dismissed the teens and chased after her, catching up with her just outside the Hall.

"Did something happen?" he asked, "is he alright?"

"To tell you the truth," she said while she turned to him, "no, he's not alright. He's been coughing up blood, his fever is still rising and his core temperature is still far too low. I don't even know if he'll make it through the night. If I were you, I'd speak with him now, before it's too late."

He nodded, not yet fully understanding the seriousness of her words. When they finally did sink in, he turned to the cabins, and went straight to the one where Hiccup and Wrenlou were. The moment he opened the door, Wrenlou looked up. He was sitting on the bed, holding Hiccup in his arms. Both Toothless and Snowflake were on the floor, Toothless had his head next to Hiccup's legs.

"It's your fault you know," Wrenlou said, his voice betraying his anger, "that he's sick. You did that. You made him run away."

"I was worried," Dale said while he came in and closed the door, "and why would it be my fault? I've mad at him before."

"You called him useless," Wrenlou said, "that's what everyone always used to call him. He told me that. You said that, and that's why he ran away. Your fault."

Dale looked down. He had called the boy useless, but he never really meant it. It was something he often said, to get the teens to do something, an exercise, or a chore. He knew Hiccup wasn't useless, he had seen him fly, the fin he had made for Toothless, his drawings...

"Wrenlou, I want you to go eat with the others," he said, turning to the bed.

"Is that an order?" Wrenlou asked, the defiant tone clearly audible in his voice.

"If you need it to be," Dale answered, crossing his arms, "and take the dragons with you, make sure they eat too."

"Fine..." Wrenlou mumbled.

Dale watched as he carefully put Hiccup on the bed again, tucking the blanket around him. Then he slipped onto the ground, causing a stir in the dragons. Snowflake was willing to go, but Toothless needed some more convincing. After a short while he also got up. As Wrenlou walked to the door, Dale opened it. Snowflake dashed out first, turning back to wait for her rider. Wrenlou shot Dale a dark glance in passing, then he left, reluctantly followed by Toothless.

The moment the door closed Dale turned to the bed. The cabin was quiet, and now he could hear how laboured Hiccup's breathing really was. He was almost gasping, occasionally coughing, seemingly not getting enough air. He slowly sat down next to the boy, stroking his cheek. He knew Wrenlou was right. But he hadn't known that a single word could have such a big impact on Hiccup.

It didn't take long before the boy woke up, his eyes filling with tears as soon as he saw Dale. He tried to move away from the man, but he was too weak and too out of breath.

"It's okay," Dale whispered, "I'm not here to yell at you again. I'm here to apologize."

He carefully dried the boy's tears, then pulled him in his arms. Hiccup was still crying a little, but he calmed down when Dale held him gently.

"Look, Hiccup," Dale started, "I was angry and worried, and to be honest, you know I had the right to be. But I had no right to yell at you like I did, to call you... useless..."

Hiccup choked back a sob when he heard the word, coughing slightly, but Dale hushed him softly.

"You're not useless Hiccup," he said looking down on the boy, "I know you're not. But you've been so closed about your past, I had no idea... you never told us anything. Maybe Wrenlou knows a little, but the rest of are completely in the dark. I had no idea that word would have such an effect on you, that it would make you feel this way, and I am sorry for it. I am truly sorry. Will you please forgive me?"

Hiccup nodded a little and nestles against Dale's chest. The man smiled and ruffled his hair a little.

"I want you to know that we value you for who you are," he said, "you're a damn good rider, your ideas are genius. You... may have to work on your fighting skills a little, but we can do that, together, okay? When you get better, and when we're in Dragoncity, I'll be your personal trainer."

"Y...you m..mean if..." Hiccup mumbled.

"No," Dale said, "I mean when. You will get through this Hiccup, and we'll be there for you. I'll be there for you. Like I should have been when you got back after everything that happened in that tunnel. It must have been scary, going after that dragon, not knowing what you'd find."

Hiccup nodded a little, breaking out into a coughing fit that seemed to drive all the air out of his lungs. Dale just held him, gently rubbing the boys back. When the boy finally calmed down again, his breathing was ragged, wheezing, and he struggled for every breath of air.

"Take it easy," Dale said softly, "just, try not to breath in too deeply. Do you want some water?"

Hiccup nodded and Dale took the cup from the nightstand, carefully tipping it at Hiccup's lips. After taking a few sips he pulled away, and Dale set the cup back on the nightstand.

"Hiccup," he said softly, "I want to ask you something."

Hiccup looked up. "W...what...?"

"Why did thy call you useless. You're far from useless."

"I... I was to them," Hiccup said, his voice raw from coughing, "i... if you hear t...the word viking, y... you probably think about b... big strong men with beards. I w... would never be such a man, t... therefor, useless to the village."

"That's a load of crap," Dale said, "what about your inventions, your ideas?"

"A...also useless," Hiccup said and he coughed, "v... vikings smash first, a...ask no questions. They use their muscles, not their head."

"I am really sorry," Dale said, "I didn't know. Listen, Hiccup, I can help you. We can help you. But you have to talk to us. If you can't talk to me, then Wrenlou. If we don't know about the things that happened in your past, I can't fully guarantee things like this will never happen again. If we don't know about the things that hurt you, we can't make sure they won't be said, or won't happen. Do you understand that?"

Hiccup nodded a little, and Dale smiled.

"We can talk about that later though. Right now, you need rest."

"W... will you stay?" Hiccup asked.

"If you want me to stay, I will," Dale said.

"I want you to..." Hiccup mumbled, already falling asleep.

"Then I will," Dale said with a smile, and he made sure the boy was comfortable in his arms.

He pulled the blankets around him as tight as he could, and as he looked down at the auburn tuft of hair that was poking out, he couldn't help but love the boy. Hiccup had a troubled past, and there were many things he did not yet know about him or his past, but he felt that he was on the right track of finding out.

He started humming softly, a sleep song that his mother had sang for him long ago. Hiccup nestled closer and he smiled. As he leaned back against the wall, still humming, he felt how the exhaustion of the day began to take over. The worry if Hiccup would even live combined with the stress of training had really taken its toll. Just before he could really fall asleep, the healer came in, and she smiled when she saw him with Hiccup in his arms.

"You're really just a big softie aren't you," she said smiling.

"I care for him, yes," Dale said, "the same way I care for all my students. They have been entrusted into my hands. Therefor it is my job to keep them safe. I made a mistake, and now he's sick, possibly dying, because of me."

"He will live," the healer said as she came closer, "the things I said earlier were slightly... exaggerated... so I would know for sure you went to talk to him."

Dale sighed. "Well, it worked," he said, "I talked with him."

"And made things right I see," the healer said as she sat down on the bed, pulling the blanket down some, to get a look at Hiccup's face, "you know, part of the fact that he wasn't getting better was because he had nothing to get better for. He believed you saw him as useless. Now that he knows that isn't true, he'll get better soon."

"That's good," Dale mumbled, looking down on the boy, "that's really good."

"You see him as a son, don't you," she asked suddenly.

Dale looked up. "Yes... I guess I do... I don't have children, never will, so..."

"So you rescue one?"

"Wrenlou did that," Dale said smiling softly, "but you're right. I guess I feel the need to protect him a little more than the others. He has no one except for us. We're his family. We need to look out for him. So yes, maybe I feel the need to look out for him. Is that really that bad?"

"No, of course not," she said and she stood up, "it's good. If he knows that someone is looking out for him, he'll be fine. He's in good hands with you, and I think he knows that. I'll be back tomorrow to check on him."

Dale nodded. "Alright. Good night. Hey, can you tell the kids to go to bed as well?"

"I will. Good night."

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Okay, guys, listen up. I have decided to end the riddle game as the years ends. So the last riddle will be posted on the last Friday of December 2015. That means there will be about... 4 more riddles._

_I have to say, last riddle was the hardest one it seemed. took quite some time before someone guessed it right. Anyway, the answer is your mind, and The Shadow Fright Dragon won this round! So, PM me, and we can talk details!_

_Alright, onto the next riddle. Here you go:_

_What can run, but never walks,  
>Often murmurs, never talks,<br>Has a bed but never sleeps,  
>Has a mouth but never eats.<em>

_Good luck!_


	53. Consequences, Part VI

_Hello fellas! How are you all doing? Here is another shortish chapter, I'm trying to make them longer, I swear, but my brain isn't cooperating at the moment. As soon as it does, chapters will be longer again._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part VI**

He was poking his food, resting his hand on his head. Dale had told him to get something to eat, but he wasn't hungry at all. He had tried to eat, but his stomach had protested the presence of food, and he had quickly given up. Now all he could think about was Hiccup, how he was sick, maybe dying, and how that was all Dale's fault. The man was supposed to protect them, take care of them, not chase them into a raging storm so they could get sick. Without realizing it he had stabbed the food on his plate harder and harder, until he drove his knife through the wooden plate into the table.

"Wrenlou, everything alright?" Broghan asked, "you haven't eaten a thing."

"I'm not hungry..." Wrenlou mumbled, pulling the knife from the table and dropping it next to the plate, "I need some fresh air."

He stood up and headed for the door. Snowflake, seeing her rider leave, jumped up, stretched, yawned, then trotted after the boy.

"Hey, wait a minute!" Broghan said, going after Wrenlou and stopping him just before he left the Hall, "you need to eat first! You're still recovering, you need to eat."

"I said I'm not hungry!" Wrenlou yelled shoving his brother aside, "leave me alone!"

He slammed the door as hard as he could, leaving Broghan and the other baffled.

"What was that about?" Leila asked as soon as Broghan sat down again.

"I don't know," he answered, "but I bet it has something to do with Hiccup. I just hope he doesn't do anything stupid."

Wrenlou took a deep breath of the cool air. It was dark already, only the stars in the sky. It was a new moon, so it was darker than normal, but the torches that were lit illuminated the dark path, creating small pools of light, like stepping stones in a stream. The Bay was quiet, the only sounds were the waves breaking on the shore, an occasional owl or other bird that called into the night, and the wind that rustled through the palm trees. It was peaceful, a stark contrast to the anger he felt. He was angry with Dale, for being so stupid, for yelling at Hiccup, for not going looking for him, not even after two whole days. Dale was supposed to the be responsible adult, so why did he leave Hiccup on his own, out in the rain and cold, for two days, after he had already been injured and weakened by the dragon.

He looked at the sky, the stars sparkling like a thousand tiny diamonds, the adverted his gaze to the path, illuminated by pools of light, breaking off into different directions, leading towards the different cabins, the toolshed, the armory and the garden. He followed the lights, until he reached his cabin, where he knew Hiccup and Dale still were. He took another deep breath, trying to control his anger, and opened the door.

"Dale?" he called, "I want to talk to you."

The cabin was dark, the only light coming from a small candle that didn't illuminate much, but he knew they were there. He heard a sigh, and then shuffling, and he stepped back when Dale stepped into the light. The man closed the door and crossed his arms.

"What," he said brusquely, "I thought I told you to eat."

"I'm not hungry," Wrenlou said, feeling his anger boil, "and you know why? Because I can't stop thinking about Hiccup."

"Hiccup will be fine," Dale said, turning back to the door.

"You can't know that!" Wrenlou yelled, stopping the man in his tracks, "what, because the healer said so he will be fine? She doesn't know any more than we do! It's your fault you know! It's your fault he's sick!"

"How dare you use that tone with me," Dale said, turning back to the boy.

"Don't even start that! You were supposed to protect us! How does Hiccup not deserve that!"

"I do protect him!" Dale yelled back, letting go of the control he had, "I protect all of you, Hiccup is no different!"

"You left him, out in a storm, for two days!" Wrenlou yelled, "I had to beg Broghan to go find him! If he hadn't gone, he would still be out there! He would be dead! Because you said he'd be back! How could you believe that, after two days! Would you have waited two days if it had been me? Or Broghan? Leila perhaps? Would you?"

Dale opened his mouth to give a response, but closed it again. Wrenlou was right. He hadn't gone looking for Hiccup when he should have.

"If he had told me about his past, I wouldn't even have called him useless," he said darkly.

"So what, now it's Hiccup's fault? It's his fault that he was abused and ignored by his own people? You sound just like them!"

"I'm not saying it's his fault!" Dale yelled, coming closer to Wrenlou, "I'm just saying that if I had known, I would have reacted differently!"

"What's that supposed to mean! You are bla..."

"P...please don't fight..." a voice whispered from behind, "please..."

They both turned to the door of the cabin. Hiccup was standing in the doorway, leaning heavily on the wooden doorframe. He was looking at them pleadingly, swaying like a tree in the wind.

"Hiccup!" Dale exclaimed, "you should be in bed!"

"I... I heard you..." Hiccup whispered, "a...and I don't want you to fight..."

He started coughing and slipped forward. He would have fallen if Wrenlou hadn't caught him, pulling him up again.

"I don't want you to fight..." he whispered, just before coughing again.

Wrenlou looked at Dale, who sighed deeply. "We're sorry for fighting Hiccup," he said, "but you need to stay in bed. You can't be out here in the cold. Come on, let's get you back in bed, shall we?"

Dale held the door open while Wrenlou helped Hiccup back inside. Toothless crooned worriedly, watching as they tucked Hiccup in again. When they had done that, Dale took Wrenlou outside again, after promising Hiccup they wouldn't fight again.

"You're right," Dale said after he closed the door, "there are a million things I should have done differently. I should have gone looking for him. I should have remembered his past, that he's not like you, that he may take things differently. But I didn't, and it's done. I can't change what I said yesterday, or a week ago, or last year. I can change how I do things, and I will change that. I promised myself I would never hurt that boy again, and I intend to keep that promise."

Wrenlou looked down. "I'm sorry..." he mumbled, "for... yelling and... losing my temper... and..."

Dale lifted his chin with a finger. "Don't be sorry," he said, "I deserved every word of what you said. But if you talk to me like that again, you can be sure I'll have you scrubbing the saddles for two weeks. And if it makes you feel any better, Hiccup and I already discussed it. We made up."

Wrenlou smiled weakly. "Fair enough," he said, then he yawned, "I... I need some rest..."

"Yes you do," Dale said, stepping aside and opening the door to the cabin, "take care of Hiccup for me, alright? And don't give up hope."

Wrenlou nodded and slipped into the cabin, closing the door softly. When he was inside, he looked at Hiccup, seeing the boy look back with feverish eyes, and he sat down next to him.

"I'm sorry..." he mumbled, "I let my anger take control of me. Dale told me you talked about it, that you made up... I didn't know that."

Hiccup didn't answer, instead he just coughed a little. Wrenlou sighed and stood up to go to his own bed, when Hiccup grabbed his wrist.

"Stay..." he whispered.

"Hiccup, my bed is over there," Wrenlou said, pointing at the other side of the cabin, "I'm not going anywhere."

"N...no..." Hiccup whispered, coughing again, "s...stay... here..."

Wrenlou frowned. "I'm not going anywhere, I just told you. My bed is right there." He looked from Hiccup's bed to his own, then back. "About eight feet away from you."

Hiccup tried to sit up, only coughing harder. Wrenlou sat down next to him, offering him some water, and after Hiccup emptied the cup, he leaned against Wrenlou, shivering a little.

"I'm not going anywhere," Wrenlou mumbled, "I promise."

Dale sighed and looked at the now closed door. He knew that his actions had led to Hiccup's illness. Why hadn't he gone looking sooner, why hadn't he tried to stop the boy when he ran off. Why had he even called him useless. With Wrenlou's words at the back of his head, he went to the Hall, to send the rest of the kids to bed.

"Everything alright?" Broghan asked when he saw the frown on Dale's face.

"I'm fine," Dale said, "go to bed. We have a lot to do tomorrow."

"How's Hiccup?" Leila asked.

"Asleep," Dale said with a sigh, "at least, I hope he is. He should be."

"And Wrenlou?" Broghan asked, "he seemed pretty pissed when he left here. And... we heard the yelling..."

Dale sighed again. "He came to me, yes. And we had an argument. But it's resolved. Everything is fine. Go to sleep. All of you."

They nodded, and left the Hall, leaving him alone. He sighed and went to get something to eat himself. He hadn't had any food since lunch, and he was starving. While he ate, he played Wrenlou's words back again. The boy had been right. He shouldn't have waited two days before searching for Hiccup.

_0-0-0-0-0_

_Hello my friends! Here we are again! There are, what, three more riddles to come? And then the year is over... done... fini... can you believe that? Anyway, the answer to the last riddle was a River, and the right answer has been given by tons of people, but the first one, and therefor the winner, was a Guest who used the name Destiny. _

_And then for the next riddle! Here it is!_

_If you throw me from the window,  
>I will leave a grieving wife.<br>Bring me back, but in the door,  
>And you'll see someone giving life.<br>What am I?_


	54. Consequences, Part VII

_Okay, so, guys, this is mort likely the last chapter of this story. So after this, it's onto a new one! I don't know how much I'll be able to write at Christmas and new years, but we'll see. I may do a one-shot about Wrenlou's first Snoggletog, if I can find the inspiration. I do have some, so who knows. I can't promise anything for next week, but I'll do my best._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Consequences, Part VII**

He woke up feeling significantly better than he had the day before. He was still hot, his lungs still burned with every breath he took, but he wasn't as out of breath as he had been before. It took a while before he realized that he was alone, and when he looked around he could see the light streaming in through every crack in the wood. It had to be mid day. Toothless was still next to him, his head on the edge of the bed. The dragon seemed asleep, but as soon as he tried to sit up, two emerald green eyes opened and focussed on his face.

"Hey bud," he mumbled, rubbing the dragon's nose, "sleep well?"

Toothless crooned a little, then yawned widely. Hiccup wrinkled his nose in disgust.

"You're breath smells like rotten fish," he said, pinching his nose to demonstrate the stench.

Toothless whined softly and pulled away, but Hiccup started laughing. It quickly turned to a coughing fit that had him doubled over in pain, his arms wrapped around his chest. After a while he caught his breath again, and when he looked up he looked straight into Toothless' worrying eyes.

"I'm okay," he said, his voice hoarse from the coughs, "I'll be fine. Where's Wrenlou? And Snowflake?"

Toothless crooned again, just looking at him, and Hiccup sighed. He knew he shouldn't ask questions he couldn't get an answer to. And besides, if it was mid day, possibly around noon, than Wrenlou and Snowflake would most likely be out with the other students, doing some sort of exercise he should be doing too. Once again he realized that he had missed a lot, even after he came here. First with the fall that cost him his memory, now this. He sat up, but before he could sling his legs over the edge of the bed to get up, the door opened and Dale came in. He was carrying a tray, and smiled when their eyes met.

"Good afternoon." he said. He stepped over the dragon on the floor to get to the night stand. "It's good to see you're awake. I came this morning, but you were sleeping, and it seemed best to let you sleep. How do you feel?"

Hiccup shrugged. "Better. Not great though."

"But better is a start," Dale said and he sat down on the edge of the bed, "are you hungry?"

Hiccup looked at the tray. It had some soup, some bread, a cup of water. He nodded.

"I am..." he said softly, "but..."

"But what?" Dale asked kindly, placing his hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"I'm afraid I... I'l throw it up..." Hiccup mumbled.

Dale smiled. "I can't promise you that won't happen. But if you want to get better, you have to eat. It will help you heal, and it will make sure you won't have to spent the last 5 weeks before the Initiation in here, being sick. You don't want that, do you?"

Hiccup shook his head and sat up a little more. Dale gave him the cup first, and he eagerly drank the cool water within. He hadn't realized how thirsty he had been, and he downed it all in just one long gulp. Dale laughed a little and took the cup once it was empty.

"I'll have to get you a little more it seems," he said smiling, "why don't you start on this," he handed Hiccup the bowl with soup and a spoon, "and I'll get you some more water. Okay?"

Hiccup nodded and blew in the bowl while Dale got up. The soup was still quite hot, too hot for him to eat, but the warmth was nice and it felt great on his cold hands. Dale was back quickly, carrying the pitcher as well as the cup, both filled with water.

"Brought you some extra," he said as he set them down, "you need plenty of water."

"Thank you," Hiccup said, fully expecting the man to leave again. But Dale didn't leave. He sat down again.

"Look, Hiccup," he started, "I owe you an explanation."

"For what?" Hiccup frowned.

"Why I called you useless." Dale said, and Hiccup tensed at the word. Dale noticed this and gave his leg a gentle squeeze while he continued. "It was never meant as a personal insult, or a reflection of your capability. It's really just something I say to get my students to do things, like training exercises and chores. I hope you understand that I never meant it as an insult."

"I... I know that," Hiccup mumbled, tasting a careful spoonful of the soup, "I guess I just... overreacted... a...and I let my emotions get the best of me..."

"Don't apologize," Dale said, "none of it was your fault. Why don't you eat your soup, and if you're up to it, you can come outside. Some fresh air will do you good. We're not far away, we're on the beach. I think you'll feel better when you get out of this stuffy germ nest, don't you think?"

Hiccup nodded and slurped some more soup from the spoon. Dale smiled and ruffled the boy's hair before he left again, leaving the door ajar this time. The small stream of light that came in fell right over Toothless' nose, and the dragon wriggled it. He didn't move, he just wriggled his nose as the warmth from the sun soaked into his black scales.

When he finished the soup, he looked at the bread, but found he wasn't hungry anymore. So he just put the bowl on the tray, and very carefully slipped out of bed. Toothless looked up and was at his side in seconds when he stumbled. While leaning on the dragon, he carefully walked to the door, and pulled it open.

The light hit his eyes like a ton of bricks. The sun was high in the sky, the heat radiating off the sand. It was just like any other day, nothing except the damage that hadn't been repaired yet betrayed the storm that had swept over the island only a few days before.

"Come on bud," he said, "to the beach. But slowly. My legs are kinda wobbly."

He slowly set a foot on the sand, then the other next to it. The sand was hot, but not as hot as it could be on the days that it was impossible to walk outside without boots and not burn your feet. He stood there for a moment, reveling in the sun's rays, feeling the warmth seep into his skin, and for the first time in days he felt every bit of cold being driven from his body.

After a few minutes he started walking, leaning heavily on the dragon next to him. Toothless stayed at his side, careful not to let him fall. Before he could make it off the plaza, Wrenlou came towards them, dismounting Snowflake next to them.

"There you are!" he said cheerfully, "Dale send me to take you to the beach."

"Are you done training?" Hiccup asked, stopping to catch his breath.

"Well, I am," Wrenlou said, "that dragon in those tunnels has some very potent poison. I can still feel it's effects sometimes. So Dale told me to go get you, and then we can both lay on the beach and do nothing! Work on our tan a little."

Hiccup chuckled, looking at Wrenlou's bronze arms. "You have enough tan," he said, "I need more tan."

"You'll get there," Wrenlou smiled, "hang on, don't move. I'm gonna get a blanket to sit on. Be right back!"

Wrenlou was back shortly after, carrying a blanket and a bag. He smiled at Hiccup after he fastened the items to Snowflake's saddle and went to his other side.

"Alright," he said, "come on."

"You know," Hiccup said, carefully walking over the sand, "I had pneumonia before, at Berk. But they didn't let me go out at all."

"That's because cold air can be murder for pneumonia patients," Wrenlou said, "cold air can kill them. The air here is much warmer and not as dry, which is actually good. So it makes sense that they kept you inside."

"Oh..." Hiccup mumbled, "okay..."

"Hey, don't worry," Wrenlou said, stopping, "I think here will be fine, don't you think?"

Hiccup nodded and after Wrenlou had spread the blanket on the sand, he sat down on it. Toothless curled up next to him, purring loudly as he basked in the warm rays of the sun. Hiccup smiled when he looked at the dragon, rubbing his nose a little, then he lay back as well. He closed his eyes against the bright light of the sun, and let it warm his skin. He felt how Wrenlou sat down next to him, and for a while neither of them said anything. They just sat there, enjoying the sun.

"Does it still hurt?" Hiccup asked suddenly, "where the dragon hurt you?"

"Nah not really," Wrenlou said, lifting his shirt to look at the scars, "it's mainly after effects of the poison that I still feel sometimes. It's weird, really. I just get... really tired all of a sudden. Although that may be due to the fact that I don't sleep?"

Hiccup smiled and closed his eyes again. The silence lingered between them, a pleasant silence. The only thing that broke it were Toothless' purrs and the sound of the waves crashing on the shore.

"What about you?" Wrenlou asked, looking over at Hiccup, "are you still feeling the effects?"

"To be honest, I wouldn't know," Hiccup said, glancing at his arm, "I wouldn't know the effects of the poison from the effects of pneumonia. So, I guess I could, I just don't know."

"Right..." Wrenlou mumbled, "you were lucky you know. Pneumonia kills."

"I know," Hiccup said softly, "believe me, I do."

"Dale didn't mean it," Wrenlou said, eyeing Hiccup, "when he called you useless. It's just something he says. He says a lot of things. The first time I flew with Snow, when I crashed, he called me useless. And... a bunch of other things. And it hurt. At that moment, it really hurt. But he was right too. I trusted my own mind more than her instincts. And it nearly got us killed."

"I know he didn't mean it," Hiccup said, "I... it just... took me back, you know?"

"Don't let him get to you," Wrenlou said, "not ever. Dale says a lot of things, some of which can be hurtful, but he cares about you Hiccup, he really does."

"I know that," Hiccup mumbled, "he's like the dad I never had..."

Wrenlou smiled a little, laying back as well. He looked at the sky a little, the endless blue spotted with just a few white clouds. Then he glanced at Hiccup. The boy was laying with his eyes closed.

"Hiccup?" he asked, "are you asleep?"

"No..." Hiccup mumbled without opening his eyes, "why..."

"I just wanted to say that I'm glad that you're okay," Wrenlou said, "we all are. Honestly."

Hiccup smiled a little. "Thanks," he mumbled, "that makes me feel better."

"What, you didn't think we didn't care, did you?" Wrenlou asked. When Hiccup didn't answer he sat up, leaning on his arms. "Hiccup? Did you think we didn't care?"

"For a moment... when no one came... I guess I did," Hiccup said softly, "but it's all right now. Now I know you do. And I won't ever forget that."

_0-0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Hey there folks! Another update, another riddle. Almost the last one. Okay, last weeks winner is Deathstrike59, who guessed correctly that the answer was the letter N. Hehe, do you get it? If not, go back and read very carefully. Deathstrike59, PM if you please?_

_And here's the new one! _

_Two men are in the desert.  
>They're both wearing back packs.<br>One of the men is dead.  
>The man who is alive has his pack open.<br>The dead man's pack is closed.  
>What is in their packs?<em>

_Good luck!_


	55. Snoggletog abroad

_Hello dear readers! First of all, Merry Christmas, Hanukah, or whatever you celebrate today! Second, I did not plan this story, it just happened._

_Enjoy! _

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Snoggletog Abroad**

He was laying in the sand, staring up at the sky. It was dark, the only things visible were the stars and the moon, no more than a small stripe in the sky. There had been a light rain a few hours ago, and it washed away most of the heat, but it was still a lot warmer than Berk would be this time of year.

Berk. They would be preparing for Snoggletog right now. Decorate the Great Hall, prepare the meal, presents. The snow would have covered every inch of the island, a thick, white blanket that silenced everything, hiding the scorch marks, the burns, the damage from the raids. The sea would be frozen shut, the ships stuck in the thick ice. The searches for the nest postponed until the ice had cleared. And the parts of the ocean that hadn't frozen solid would be cold, very cold, and wild in the winter winds.

He thought of the cozy Hall, warm despite the bitter cold wind that howled around its walls, the Vikings drunk on wine and food, the music, so different from the delicate songs that were played in Dragoncity, the rough voices ringing through the air. And involuntary shiver ran down his spine as he remembered just how cold those winds could get, blowing snowflakes around without mercy, cutting straight through clothing.

Despite everything, the bullying, the beatings and everything else, he had always liked Snoggletog. It seemed to be the one time of the year that his father saw him, talked to him like any normal father would. Snoggletog was the feast of peace, acceptance and understanding, and even Vikings had honored that. And when they would all be snowed in, the doors of the Hall sealed to keep the wind and the cold out, and the warmth in, he had almost felt happy to be swept away in the festivities.

He sighed and rubbed his face. It felt strange, this time of year, when usually the snow would be knee deep or more, and yet there was no snow around him, only beaches with white sand that glistened in the sun, azure blue waters with not a speck of ice, and clear blue skies with no trace of clouds. Even at night the skies were clear, and thousands of stars sparkled in the deep blue above.

He sighed and rolled over onto his stomach, watching the small lights not far away, the flickering torches of the cabins, sparkling like small stars. He smiles a little, thinking back how the torches illuminated the snow on Berk, the perfect white a deep orange colour from the flames. He sat up, tearing up in a sudden wave of homesickness. But just as soon as it came, it was gone again when he looked back at the ocean. The water was calm, so still it reflected moon and stars perfectly, erasing the horizon.

After pulling off his boots and leaving them in the sand, he waded into the water. The ripples he created broke the perfect surface, radiating out in every direction. He didn't go far, just far enough for the water to reach halfway up his thighs. It was warm, like a warm embrace, and he smiled. He did miss Snoggletog, the one time of year that he wasn't treated as a failure, and outcast, the one day of the year where he could be like all the other Vikings. He turned when he heard a voice calling his name, seeing a dark figure between the torches. Smiling, he waded back to the beach, where Wrenlou was now waiting.

"Everything alright?" the boy asked.

Hiccup nodded. "Just some memories," he said as he sat down, "it's Snoggletog today."

"Snoggle what?" Wrenlou asked, "what's that?"

"It's a feast," Hiccup said with a sigh, "where we celebrate the turning of winter. After that day, the days get warmer, the snow melts... very slowly. So basically it's the day that marks that we're halfway through winter."

"Sounds fun," Wrenlou said, "that's today?"

Hiccup nodded. "It's the only day of the year where I was accepted. Because it's also the feast of peace and acceptance."

"Is that why you were thinking about it?" Wrenlou asked.

"Yes," Hiccup said softly, "it was the only day that my father didn't treat me like a failure. And... it's also when we celebrate the ones we've lost. The ones that died in the raids..."

He looked up at Wrenlou, who was looking at him with interest. "It's silly that I think of it now," he mumbled, "here I am accepted for what I am no matter what day of the year. I shouldn't think about it..."

"Hey, I get it," Wrenlou said, "it's a good memory of home, of course you think about it."

Hiccup nodded a little and stared at the sand, drawing lines with his finger. It was silent for a while, then Wrenlou smiled.

"We don't have a national holiday today," he said while he stood up and brushed the sand off his clothes, "but I'm sure we can put something together. If I'm right there's half a roasted chicken in the Hall, maybe some fish. We can get some wine from the storage room, build a fire on the beach..."

Hiccup looked up. "You mean that?"

"Sure!" Wrenlou said and he extended his hand to help Hiccup up, "we can have Snoggletog on the beach. And you must tell me all about it, everything."

"I will," Hiccup said while he grabbed Wrenlou's hand and allowed the boy to pull him up, "I liked it. I really did. The feast and the lights... won't be the same without snow though."

"I can't give you snow," Wrenlou said, "I don't know how. And it would probably melt. The only snow I know of on this island is Snowflake, but she doesn't really count. But I can celebrate loved ones with you. Now come on, lets get to that chicken before the dragons eat everything shall we?"

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou to the Hall. The chicken was easily found, still siting on the table from the meal earlier. They also found some bread, and as Wrenlou had thought some fish too. After filling a pitcher with wine, Wrenlou packed everything into a basket, including a towel to protect the food from the sand of the beach. After that they gathered some firewood, driftwood from the beach combined with a few logs, and not long after that they had a nice fire going on the beach. Not too close to the ocean, in case the tide came in, but close enough to smell it. After setting the food on the towel Wrenlou took two cups and filled them with wine, the ruby red liquid sparkling in the flames.

"So..." Wrenlou started, "how do you usually do this?"

"I'm not sure," Hiccup said, "my dad gives a speech, and then we all eat and drink and sing and talk... It seems strange to do it with just the two of us."

Wrenlou smiled and handed Hiccup a cup of wine. He stared into his own cup, thoughtful for a moment, then he looked up.

"I don't have a speech..." he started, swirling the wine around, "but I can tell you this. I don't regret saving your life, because you are one of the most wonderful people I've ever met. Every one who ever told you otherwise is a fool and an idiot."

Hiccup chuckled and looked up when Wrenlou raised his cup.

"To friends," he said, and Hiccup raised his own cup. "To friends."

Wrenlou smiled as he lowered his cup again. "Happy Snoggletog Hiccup," he said softly.

Hiccup smiled weakly. "Thanks..." he whispered, "you too..."

_0-0-0-0-0_

_Since I don't want to end completely unannounced, hereby the announcement. Next week will be the last riddle! So after that it's over and done! Just so you know! The winner of last weeks riddle is Aureola Amator, who guessed correctly that it was a parachute in the men's packs. So, please PM me and we can work out details?_

_And then, second to last riddle. Here it is!_

_I'm always ahead of you, and you think about me very often,  
>You can't stop me, you can't hold me,<br>But if you don't have me,  
>You'll no longer exist.<br>Who am I?_

_Good luck!_


	56. Initiation, Part I

_Happy New Year HTTYD fans! I hope that you've been save and didn't drink too much! A new start for us, a new start for Hiccup. He's going to the city! Now comes all the fun!_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Initiation, Part I**

Staring at the ocean he silently mumbled the words over and over. He had to make sure he memorized them. He had to make sure he wouldn't forget them tomorrow, when he had to stand in front of all of Dragoncity, and say them out loud. The oath of Dragoncity, the promise of the dragon riders.

He sighed. The days had flown by since his recovery from pneumonia. They had been busy with training, practice, learning the oath. And even though he had it memorized, he was still scared that when he stood there, in front of all those people, that he would still forget what he had to say. He didn't have any experience with speaking in front of large crowds. He never did it on Berk. No one listened anyway. But now, now all eyes would be on him when he stood there, and they would all be listening to what he had to say.

"I thought I might find you here," Wrenlou's voice came from behind, "can't sleep?"

Hiccup shook his head. When Dale had sent them all to bed a few hours before, he had tried to sleep. But the nervous knot in his stomach had grown and grown, the fear that he would forget the words keeping him from sleeping, and he had gotten up not long ago, mumbling the words almost obsessively.

"I... I'm scared I will forget it," he choked out, his throat tight.

"Me too," Wrenlou said softly, "it's a big step. It's keeping me up too."

"Really?" Hiccup asked.

"Yeah," Wrenlou said as he sat down next to Hiccup, "it's new for me too. I've never done it before, just like you."

"W...What happens if I forget it..." Hiccup asked, his voice trembling a little.

"They won't kick you out if you do," Wrenlou said, "one of the other dragon riders will most likely help you. They know what it's like. It may be a long time since they've done it, but they've all been there. They all know how scary it can be."

"T...tell me again how it will go," Hiccup asked softly.

"Well," Wrenlou started, scooping some sand from the beach and letting it flow from his hand, "we'll go the city after breakfast, so quite early. When we get there we'll be greeted by the Council, all members, including the ones from Lightcity. And because Broghan and I are the first from our family, my dad will bring our banner to the Hall and swear the family loyal to Dragoncity. Then Broghan and I can swear our loyalty to our banner, and therefor to the city and our family. Do you follow so far?"

Hiccup nodded. "But... I don't have a family... or a banner..." he said softly, "who will I swear loyalty to..."

"The banner of Dragoncity," Wrenlou said, "and when you make your own banner, you can place that in the Hall as well. What is your family crest anyway?"

"It's... eh..." Hiccup looked down, poking the sand, "it's a dragon... on a spike... M...Most Viking family crests are like that!" he added quickly, "but I don't think it has a place in the Hall of Dragoncity. It's the crest of a dragon killing family. I don't want to be part of it."

"You can always make your own," Wrenlou said, "maybe... a haddock?"

"What, like the fish?" Hiccup asked, "you can't be serious."

Wrenlou shrugged. "Why not. There have been stranger crests. You saw the ones in the Hall. Some are... I mean, a fir tree? Those don't even grow here."

"Fir tree? I didn't see any for tree..." Hiccup mumbled.

"It's the crest of the Sypres family," Wrenlou explained, "one of the families with the longest line of dragon riders. Right now the only Sypres in Dragoncity is Clavo Sypres, Council member. He's 78."

"What's yours?" Hiccup asked, "your family crest?"

"Ours was created after Tyler Dreycon created the dragon riders. It's a Night Fury. Well, the silhouette of one. White on a blue background."

"It sounds awesome," Hiccup said, "I wish that was my crest too."

Wrenlou smiled a little. "Who knows," he said, "anything can happen."

"Yeah... and after? When we've said the oath? What happens then?"

Wrenlou's smile widened. "We party. There will be a great feast in the Hall. You know, a lot of food, wine, music. It'll be fun."

Hiccup didn't respond. He stared over the water, the stars sparkling in the sky above. Once again he repeated the words from the oath in his mind. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder.

"You'll be fine Hiccup," Wrenlou said, "I know you will be."

Hiccup smiled weakly. "And after?" he asked, "after the party and the initiation thing? What will we do then?"

"Then we find a Master," Wrenlou said, "some one to teach you in a trade of your choosing. I think you should go to the blacksmith. Have him teach you."

"Become a blacksmith myself?" Hiccup asked.

"Sure, why not?" Wrenlou said, "you enjoy it, don't you? And you have talent. You'd make a great blacksmith."

"You think so?" Hiccup asked. When Wrenlou nodded he continued: "so what do I have to do for that? Just go to him and ask him to teach me?"

Wrenlou chuckled a little. "It won't be that easy. He'll most likely give you three tests, to see if you're committed and serious about learning, and to see what level your skills are on, so he knows how much he has to teach you and when you can take your Final. It's up to him really. But you have to take the first step and ask him if he would be willing to take you as a student."

"What about you?" Hiccup asked, "where are you going?"

"Remember the healer from when you were sick? The woman that took care of you?" Hiccup nodded. "She's offered to be my Master, so I'll go and find her."

"Will you have to do three tests too?" Hiccup asked.

Wrenlou nodded. "Every one has to. No matter where you go and who you ask, every one has to do three tests. Of course what they are varies between Masters, but those three tests are mandatory."

"What are they?" Hiccup asked, playing with the sand around his feet.

"No idea," Wrenlou said, "no one does. They're different all the time."

Hiccup didn't answer. He scooped the sand from the beach and let it flow over his foot while he let Wrenlou's words sink in.

"Where are the other going?" Hiccup asked after a while, "Broghan and Leila and the twins?"

"Leila is going to the leather workers," Wrenlou answered, "she wants to make saddles and suits and other things like that. She always loved working with leather. She'll fit right in. I'm not sure about the twins. I believe Susan wanted to work as a masseuse in the bath house, and that Sharon was more interested in working on the docks. You know, unloading and loading ships, things like that. And Broghan wants to do what Ezra does now."

Hiccup frowned. "And what's that?"

Wrenlou smiled. "He wants to become the Head of the Guard. And that's no easy task."

"The Guard?" Hiccup asked, "that's like a military kind of thing, right? And anyone can join?"

"It is a sort of military watch, yes," Wrenlou said, "but not anyone can join. In fact, you can't join unless you are chosen by the Head of the Guard, in this case Ezra. He'll most likely call us all to do some tests and training, to see if we are fit for the Guard. Then he either decides to train us all, just some of us, or none of us. If he does recruit us, well, we'll have a pretty grueling schedule ahead."

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked as he brushed the mount of sand of his feet and started again.

"If he deems us all fit for the Guard, we'll train with him for thee days, then with our Master for three days, in your case the blacksmith, and then we'll have a day where we're free, to rest and do nothing. Broghan will most likely have to train six days with Ezra, since he wants his job in the future."

"Can you be two things?" Hiccup asked, "both a member of the Guard and a blacksmith?"

Wrenlou nodded. "Yes. There are several sections within the Guard. One of those sections is what we call the Pars Tempus. Those are the members that have other jobs, like blacksmith. That's what we would be part of, if we are recruited. It basically means that you're a part time member, that you are on back up call or something. I'm not entirely sure. Then there is the Plenus Tempus. Those are the members that are full time members of the Guard. They are the ones that are on the front lines in case of an attack. They're also better trained and more heavily armed. And then there's the Explorator group, usually called patrol. They are the best fighters in the world, have the most training, and it's the highest honour you can have withing the Guard."

"What do they do?" Hiccup asked.

"They patrol Titan Island," Wrenlou said, "no, I haven't told you about that yet. Titan Island is an island... East of here I think. It's the home of the Titan Wings. And the Titan Wings are huge, vicious creatures that cannot be trained or controlled. The patrol group's task is to patrol this island, count the Titan Wings and keep an eye on them. It's a very dangerous task, and there are only 20 or so in this group,"

"How do you get in?" Hiccup asked.

"Ezra chooses the best recruits from the Guard every year, trains them himself," Wrenlou said, "it's not easy getting in. And not every one wants it. Mortality rate is... high..."

"I think I'll stick with blacksmithing," Hiccup mumbled, "it doesn't sound like something for me."

"It's a choice," Wrenlou said, "you don't have to accept it."

"Ezra sure has a lot of power," Hiccup said, "if he can make all those decisions by himself."

"He has advisers," Wrenlou said, "but in the end, yes. He has a lot of power. I think Broghan would make a great replacement. If Ezra wants to train him that is."

Hiccup looked down. It seemed that the oath tomorrow was the easy part of his new life in Dragoncity. After that he would have to take control over his own future, be assertive. No one would lay the path he had to walk for him, he had to make it himself. He would have to stop hiding, and step out into the light to make sure he got what he wanted. He would have to go to the blacksmith and ask to be his student, no one could do that for him.

"Come on," Wrenlou said while he stood up, "let's go back and try to get some sleep. We have a long day ahead of us tomorrow."

"Yeah..." Hiccup sighed as he got up, "I don't think I can sleep much."

"Me neither," Wrenlou said, "but some sleep is better than no sleep. Besides, tomorrow will be great and you will do fine. Think about that, okay? Think about the fun we'll have when it's all over, not the part before that."

Hiccup nodded and followed Wrenlou back to the cabins. He stopped, looking around the little village that had been his home.

"It will be strange," he said, "to live in the city. I never lived in a city before."

"You won't have to do it alone," Wrenlou said, "I'm here, Toothless is. We'll all help you get settled in."

Hiccup smiled and looked at his feet. "Thanks..."

"Go to bed," Wrenlou said as he opened the door of his own cabin, "I'll see you again tomorrow."

"Okay... Sleep well," he said softly and he opened his own door.

"You too Hiccup, you too."

_0-0-0-0-0-0_

_Hello people! Welcome to the last riddle! I know I said I'd end it with 2015, but then the year ended Thursday and not Friday, as I thought, do I figured I'd start the year with one more. But it really is the last one! I will post a list with all the winners, probably next week. Anyway, we have one more riddle to go, and of course last weeks winner._

_The answer was the Future, and it was guessed right by So-Many-Ships-It's-An-Armada. So if you would be so kind as to send me a PM, I would appreciate it!_

_And then, the very last riddle! Took me a while to get a good one, but I found one after all. Here it is!_

_We hurt without moving  
>We poison without touching<br>We bear the truth and the lies  
>We are not to be judged by our size<br>_

_Good luck people! And once again, Happy New Year!_


	57. Initiation, Part II

_Alright guys, another chapter for you. This is a two-part story, after this it's about Hiccup doing his tests. That'll be fun too. I made a list with all the riddle winners at the bottom, just in case someone missed it somehow._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**Initiation, Part II**

He hadn't slept. Maybe a few minutes at a time, but the nerves would wake him over and over, and the fear of failing in front of everyone was almost too much to handle. Now here he was, at breakfast, but he couldn't eat. He was too nervous.

"You have to eat something," Wrenlou whispered in his ear.

"I can't," Hiccup mumbled back, "my throat is all closed up."

"Hiccup, if you don't eat, it'll be a long time before you can eat again, so really, you should eat something," Wrenlou said, "just a little."

Hiccup sighed and picked a small piece of bread from his plate. He looked at it, not wanting to eat it, but he gave in and stuck it in his mouth. He reluctantly swallowed it, his stomach almost protesting the little bit of food, but he forced himself to eat more. He was about to start on the fish when he realised something, and he nudged Wrenlou.

"How does Dale get to Dragoncity?" he asked softly so the man wouldn't hear, "Starstruck can't fly... right?"

"That's why one of the other riders sent their dragon to get him," Wrenlou answered just as soft, "he doesn't really like it. They both don't. But it's the only way."

Hiccup nodded a little and pulled bits of the fish. He gave one to Toothless, then ate one himself. As a result Toothless got the most of it, but he didn't really care. Even if he was hungry, he still couldn't really eat anything, because the nerves were still racing through him.

"Alright!" Dale said as he stood up, "everyone, get ready. I will meet you on the beach in 5 minutes!"

Hiccup gasped and hastily fed the rest of his fish to Toothless, then he stood up. When he did, the room spun around him and his legs felt like they would give up.

"Easy," Wrenlou said next to him, "just... keep breathing. Take a deep breath, it'll be alright."

Hiccup nodded and took a few deep breaths. "How can you be so calm," he whispered.

"I'm not," Wrenlou said, "I'm terrified. But Hiccup, it's just one day. And besides, today is the first day of the rest of your life. Enjoy it! You worked hard to be here Hiccup, harder than all of us. You deserve this, okay? Honestly."

Hiccup nodded and left the Hall. He saw Wrenlou go to his own cabin to get his weapons and other things. He himself had packed everything last night. Not that there was a lot to pack. He had his sword, his dagger, a notebook and some spare clothes. That was about it. He stared at the little bundle. Everything he owned, wrapped in a blanket. He strapped the sword to his belt, then picked up the bundle. It didn't even weigh much. He looked around the little cabin, to make sure he hadn't forgotten anything, and took a deep breath.

"Ready bud?" he asked as he turned to the door, where Toothless was waiting, "I don't think I am..."

Toothless crooned softly and licked his face. Then the dragon jumped onto the sand and turned back to him.

"I'm coming bud, I'm coming," Hiccup said softly, "it's just... I'll miss this place. I'm not used to living in a city. It'll be so crowded, and full, and busy... and there will be people everywhere..."

"Yeah," Wrenlou suddenly said, "but they won't tell you you can't do something, they'll encourage you to do it. And they'll treat you as an equal, not a screw-up. Believe me Hiccup, this will be fun. We can do everything we want!"

Hiccup smiled. "But we'll have training to do," he said as he tied the bundle to Toothless' saddle, "and maybe more training if Ezra decides to train us. And from what I hear we'll be pretty busy with that."

"True," Wrenlou said, "but there will be one day where we gan do whatever we want. And if you think I don't want to go out exploring the world, you're so wrong! Because I will. Be honest, don't you want to know what the world has to offer?"

"I've seen it, remember?" Hiccup said and he mounted Toothless, "there's not much interesting things out there."

"Clearly you've never been to Rome," Wrenlou remarked, "or Alexandria. Or all the way across the ocean to the land where dragons are worshipped. I believe it was called China... I'm not sure... My point is, there's a lot more out there than the ocean between Berk and here. Whole countries and cities just waiting to be explored!"

"Rome?" Hiccup asked, "I heard about that... Have you been there?"

Wrenlou started laughing. "I haven't, my dad. He used to be a trader remember? He's been to all sorts of places. Places worth checking out don't you think?"

"I guess so..." Hiccup mumbled, "but shouldn't we focus on today? A...and the oath and everything...?"

"I was just trying to get your mind off of it so you could relax a little," Wrenlou said with a smile, "and to get my own mind off of it too. Did it work?"

Hiccup frowned a little, then he nodded. Wrenlou's smile widened a little, but before he could say anything, Dale spoke up.

"I hope no one forgot anything," he started, "because it will be some time before you can get it back. Okay, then, big day today. The day we've been working towards for three years. Or... six months." He added with a glance at Hiccup. "All of you worked hard to be here today and let me be the first to say that I am proud of each and every one of you. Sure, it has been a bumpy road with many injuries and accidents, some more serious than others, but here we are, all still in one piece. I hope you keep it that way kids, really. I understand that there are many dangers and unknowns still ahead, but I bid you be careful in everything you do. We will see each other a lot less now that you all take the plunge into adulthood, but I expect each and every one of you to be respectful and responsible in everything you do! Now come on! We have an Initiation to attend!"

The dragon he was riding spread her wings and took to the air. Broghan followed, then Leila, after her the twins and then Wrenlou followed by Hiccup.

"Where's Starstruck," Hiccup asked softly, "I don't see her."

"She probably already left," Wrenlou answered.

Hiccup looked down. It made sense. Starstruck had to run all the way back to Dragoncity. He knew that Night Furies were fast flyers, but he had no idea how fast they could run. As they continued flying and the city came closer and closer, his nerves came back with full force. He clenched the saddle horn with all his strength, repeating the words of the oath over and over in his head. He looked at the ground, seeing the trees flash by, indistinguishable from each other. With every mile that passed his anxiety seemed to grow, until he wanted nothing more than to turn around and run.

The flight back seemed to take forever, and it felt like they had been flying for days when the city finally came into view. The flags with the crest of both Dragoncity and Lightcity were flying high from the city's towers, a proud testament of power, strength and brotherhood. When they descended down to the plaza he could see every rider and dragon was waiting for them, along with some men that looked very formal. He gulped when he landed and looked around. He recognized Wrenlou's parents and siblings among the crowd, as well as Ezra and some of the other riders he had met before, but most of them were unfamiliar faces.

He slid to the ground and with Toothless next to him he followed Wrenlou and the others to the Hall, the crowd parting to let them through. As soon as he entered the Hall, he saw the banners again. One for every family with dragon riders Wrenlou had told him. A stage had been set up at the far end of the Hall, a flag of Dragoncity and Lightcity at either end. He followed Wrenlou all the way to the front, so close to the stage that he could almost touch it, and when he looked back he saw that the Hall was filling up with riders as well as dragons, and he was surprised that they all fitted inside the seemingly small space. The people he assumed where the members of the Council as well as Wrenlou's mother and sisters ascended the stage, and one of the men raised his hand and immediately silenced the crowd.

"Today," the man started, "is an important day for all of us. Not only will we be joined by six new riders, we will also be welcoming a new family in our midst. So before I continue with the formalities that will mark the start of a new beginning for these young people before me, I would like to give the word to Aaron and Helen Dreycon."

The man stepped aside and Aaron came forwards. He was wearing the same formal clothes as the other Council members, and he straightened his jacket and cleared his throat before he started talking.

"I am here today for two reasons," he started, "one is, of course, as a member of the Council I am required to be here today. But I'm also here as a father, and a husband."

He smiles at his sons while he said this, and cast a quick glance at his wife and daughters before he continued.

"There have been many firsts this time," he continued, "the first time that a white Night Fury hatched. The first time that two members of the same family have been chosen. The first time that a hatchling defied every rule and chose someone who was actually too young. And the first time that an adult Night Fury has been trained, and not even by one of us."

Hiccup looked down at his boots when Aaron said this, because all eyes turned to him.

"And now it will be the first time that our banner, the Dreycon banner will be here, in the Hall of Dragoncity, as a testament of my family's connection to this city. But before I go there, I want to go to another first. Many of you know Hiccup, or have seen him around. But the story of where exactly he came from remains somewhat of a mystery. It is not my place nor is it my right to discuss the details that I do know, but what you all do know, is that he has no family here."

Hiccup kept his eyes fixed on his boots, trying to drown out Aaron's words. It was all a little too personal.

"Hiccup, could you come up here with me please?" Aaron suddenly asked, and Hiccup froze.

He looked up at the man, a little confused but when he finally found the control over his legs again he slowly walked up the few steps to Aaron.

"Many of you may see a child," the man said while he put an arm around Hiccup's shoulders, "but I see a young man who's strength and perseverance struck me when I first met him. I see a young man who deserves so much more than what the world has given him, and one of those things is a family. My wife and I have discussed this matter, and we have decided that we can offer him this. Therefor, Hiccup, would you accept my offer to be adopted into the Dreycon family?"

The crowd gasped and the surprise was clearly visible on the faces of everyone present. It was clear that no one had expected this

"W...what...?" Hiccup stammered, completely overwhelmed by the offer, "w...what does that mean...?"

"It means that you can sail and fight under our banner," Aaron explained, "it means that you can use our family name if you want to, but you don't have to. And you can swear loyalty to our banner here in Dragoncity. But you don't have to of course. It's your choice."

Hiccup looked down, processing the words. He would be part of a family. A real family. He looked at Wrenlou and Broghan, but they were just as surprised as he was.

"I... eh..." he started unable to find the words, "I guess so..."

"Come here," Aaron said, "say it out loud."

Hiccup nodded nervously and moved a little closer to the front of the stage. He looked at Aaron again, then took a deep breath.

"I... I gladly accept your generous offer..." he said, his voice a little shaking."

An enormous applause erupted in the Hall, and Hiccup felt his cheeks turn red. He quickly slipped down from the stage and back to Toothless. He didn't really follow Aaron's words anymore, and he completely missed how the man unveiled the Dreycon banner. He was still trying to wrap his head around what had just happened. He looked up when he felt a hand on his shoulder, seeing both Wrenlou and Broghan in front of him.

"What just happened?" he asked still confused.

"You just became our brother," Wrenlou said smiling, "sort of anyway."

"But..." Hiccup stuttered, "d...do I have to use your name now?"

"You don't have to," Broghan said, "you can stay Hiccup Haddock if you want."

"Okay..." Hiccup said softly.

"Cheer up!" Wrenlou said, "it's almost over."

"Just the oath," Hiccup mumbled.

Wrenlou nodded. "But the oldest goes first. So you can watch how it's done before you have to."

Hiccup nodded and stayed close to Toothless, watching the others go up one by one. Each time they said the oath he'd say it with them, just to make sure he didn't forget anything. And then it was his turn. He slowly walked up the stage again, Toothless at his side this time, and stopped in front of the Council. One of them stepped forward and took his hands, as he had seen him do with the others. He glanced at the crowd, seeing all eyes on him.

"Hey," the man said softly, "don't look at them. Look at me."

Hiccup took a deep breath and looked back at the man's kind brown eyes. The man nodded at him and squeezed his hands a little.

"You can do it," he said softly, "when you're ready."

Hiccup glanced down a little, trying to get his nerves under control, going over the words once again to make sure he got it right, then he looked up.

"I, Hiccup Haddock, do hereby sincerely promise and swear that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to this city and it's inhabitants. I swear that I will be vigilant to uphold it's laws, be it here or abroad. I promise to protect those that cannot defend themselves, I promise to help those in need of aid."

He took a deep breath and continued.

"I swear to defend this city to my utmost power, that I will fight of any invasion or attack. May the Gods be witness to this testimony, and may my word forever be true. I hereby swear my loyalty to this city and it's people to the end of my days."

As soon as the last word left his mouth, the crowd erupted into a thunderous applause once again, and Hiccup felt relief wash over him. He had done it. He hadn't messed it up. He had really done it. He looked around, his eyes meeting Wrenlou's and a wide smile spread across his face. As soon as he jumped off the stage he was swept away by the crowd, but before he could really get lost he was pulled out of it by Wrenlou.

"I told you you could do it!" The boy said and he handed him a cup, "well done Hiccup!"

He nodded, still wordless about the fact that he had really done it and that it was over. He looked at the cup and found that it was filled with wine. After taking a tentative sip, he downed it all at once. They found a table and sat around it, music now filling the Hall. Toothless had disappeared somehow, but he wasn't too worried about that. The dragon was probably outside somewhere, feasting on a pile of fish with the others.

"Wrenlou?" he asked, "what do we do now?"

"Now we celebrate! Here, have some more wine."

As he downed the second cup of wine, he felt all worries fall away. He had been nervous for no reason. He had done it, and he had done it right. He was now a part of Dragoncity, and a part of a family. He still didn't quite know what that meant, but he was sure he would find out. Right now he would celebrate, as Wrenlou had said, and tomorrow he would go to see the blacksmith, and ask him to be his apprentice. He would do whatever test he had to, because in his eyes, he had already conquered the biggest test of all.

_0-0-0-0-0_

_Alright guys! That was it! No more riddles for now! I hope you all had fun! The last riddles answer was Words, and the winner is Spike. Spike, since you're a guest I would like to refer you to chapter 53. My email address is at the bottom there, you can use that to contact me._

_And, as promised. here's a list of all the winners. If you haven't contacted me before, or if you haven't received my packages yet, let me know and I'll look into it! It was fun guys! I might do this again..._

_Riddle winners: _

_Jason43123_

_Mysterywriter5775_

_Crazy-fox-queen_

_Midnight-the-black-fox_

_Kenraali_

_Braggy_

_Essence-of-change_

_Fungame2_

_Little-did-you-know_

_The-shadow-fright-dragon_

_Destiny_

_Deathstrike59_

_Aureola-amator_

_So-many-ships-it's-an-armada_

_Spike_


	58. A Blacksmith's Apprentice, Part I

_And here we are, with yet another new story, and more fun! I still need a name for the blacksmith... names are always hard for me... but I will figure it out! Hiccup is off on his first test... get some metal... what could go wrong... right?_

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Blacksmith's Apprentice, Part I**

He wasn't exactly sure how he had gotten back to his room, and into his bed, but that was where he woke up. His head felt like it was being hammered with a forge hammer, a constant pounding that wouldn't go away. The sun was shining bright already, so he guessed it had to be quite late. After he got dressed he went downstairs, where he promptly ran into Dale.

"Good to see you up Hiccup," the man greeted him, "how are you feeling?"

"I... I don't know..." Hiccup mumbled, "I... don't remember much... and my head hurts."

Dale smiled warmly. "You passed out last night. I brought you to bed. After I took Wrenlou to his..."

"Passed out?" Hiccup asked, "why?"

Dale's smile widened. "Because you were drunk," he said, "and so was Wrenlou. And Broghan. And everyone else. The headache means you're hungover."

"Drunk...?" Hiccup asked, "b...but... I couldn't have been drunk..."

"Hiccup," Dale interrupted him, "it's okay. I don't know what your old family thought of that, I mean, Vikings have quite a reputation considering their drinking habits, but it was a celebration. Nobody is mad at you because everyone was drunk. Even me."

"Really?" Hiccup asked and he pushed the door of the Hall open, allowing Dale to step in behind him.

"I was," Dale smiled, "but by then you had already blacked out."

"Oh..." Hiccup mumbled.

He quickly looked around the Hall and found Wrenlou at one of the side tables. He was staring into a cup, swirling it's contents around. He looked up when Hiccup joined him, and gave a quick nod to Dale as the man walked by.

"Morning," Hiccup mumbled.

"Morning," Wrenlou replied, "how are you..."

"My head hurts," Hiccup confessed, "badly. Dale says we were drunk last night..."

Wrenlou nodded a little and looked up. "So it would seem."

Hiccup groaned. "I planned on going to see the blacksmith today," he said, "but my head just... hurts. I don't think I can stand the sound of the forge hammer."

"Here," Wrenlou said and he pushed his cup towards Hiccup, "that'll help."

Hiccup took the cup and picked it up. He looked at the liquid within, frowning. "What is it?"

"It's a mixture of several different herbs," Wrenlou said, "it will ease the headache and stop the pounding. I may not be a healer yet, but I know my herbs. Drink it, you'll feel better."

Hiccup took a small sip from the liquid and nearly gagged from the bad taste of it. He glared at Wrenlou, the cup hovering near his mouth.

"I never said it tasted nice," Wrenlou said, "just drink it."

Hiccup grunted, but downed the contents of the cup. He shuddered at the burning aftertaste of the liquid, but he quickly noticed that it actually helped and that his headache went away quite quickly.

"Thanks," he said, putting the cup back down, "that... actually helped..."

"Did you doubt me then?" Wrenlou asked with a smile, "listen, I have to go. I have to meet a healer about apprenticeship. You best get something to eat before you go to the forge. Chances are, you're gonna be working hard..."

Hiccup nodded and watched Wrenlou leave the Hall. When the door closed behind his friend, he stood up to go get something to eat. He finished eating quickly, not wanting to waste anymore time, and when he was done, he left for the forge. On his way there he did his best to control his nerves, but he was also determined that he would do this, that he would take control over his future, that he would no longer just sit by and let other people decide for him.

He could hear the sound of the hammer from far away, the rhythmic banging stirring up some of the headache that had just calmed down, but it wasn't as bad as he imagined it could have been if he hadn't had Wrenlou's herbal mixture. After taking a few deep breaths, he walked into the forge. The smith looked up the moment he saw him enter, and the man set the hammer aside and put his project into the fire to keep it hot.

"Hiccup!" he said cheerfully, "what can I help you with today?"

"Well..." Hiccup started, feeling his nerves get the best of him, "I was wondering... eh... I was wondering..."

He silently cursed himself for not being able to get the words passed his lips. If he could say the oath to a Hall full of people, sure he could do this! So he took another deep breath, and started again.

"I was wondering if you would take me as your apprentice," he said, and he forced himself to maintain eye contact with the other man.

The man stared at him for a moment, then a broad smile split his face in two. "I've been waiting for this moment since you made that dagger 6 months ago!" he bellowed, "I was almost afraid you wouldn't come anymore!"

Hiccup breathed a big sigh of relief. He had taken the first step. In his opinion that was also the hardest, because he didn't expect to three tests to be too hard.

"Before I can accept you as my apprentice, you have to perform three tests," the smith said as he turned to the furnace.

"I know," Hiccup said quickly, "Wrenlou told me about that."

"Ah... but are you ready for the challenge?" the man said with a smile, "I must warn you, these tests are no childsplay. They will be hard, potentially dangerous, possibly fatal... if you're not careful." He poked a hot fire poker in Hiccup's direction. "Are you sure you are ready for it?"

Hiccup nodded. "I'm sure. Just... tell me what to do and I'll do it. Do I have to make something? A sword? I can do that."

The man started laughing and put the fire poker aside. "Slow down, slow down," he said, wiping his hands on his apron, "it won't be that easy. Come here, sit down. I will tell you about the first test."

Hiccup took a deep breath and sat down in the chair the man pointed to. The smith went to a small cabinet and opened it. He pulled out a small chest that he took over to Hiccup. When he sat down on the other chair that was there, he set the chest on his knees, and looked at the boy in front of him.

"In here," he started and he placed his hand on the chest, "is the first test. Many consider it t be the hardest, and I must tell you, many have failed. So before I open this, I must as you, are you sure you are ready for this?"

Hiccup looked at the small chest. It didn't look like much. Just a small chest made from dark oak, or something similar. It had a copper lock, at least it looked that way. The metal bands around it looked old and worn. The entire chest looked old and worn. The wood had chipped and been repaired in some places, he even saw some burn marks on it. He bit his lip. One part of him was screaming to give up, to go somewhere else, find another profession, but the other part was telling him to go on, to do this, succeed with these tests, and do what other had failed to do.

"I have to do this," he said, "not just for an apprenticeship, but for myself."

"Hiccup, you don't have to prove anything," the man said softly.

"Yes I do," Hiccup said, "I have to. All my life people have told me that I can't do things, that I'm a wimp, that I'll never be a real Viking. Maybe I won't be a Viking, I don't even want to be anymore, but I have to do this. I'm not a wimp..."

"Nobody is accusing you of being a wimp Hiccup," the man said, "listen, we know what you can do, we've all seen it when you went back into those tunnels and trained a dangerous dragon and saved all of Dragoncity. We know you're not a wimp. We know you're capable of many great things. You don't have to prove yourself to us anymore."

"But I have to convince myself," Hiccup said, "because even now I can still hear their voices, mocking me, telling me I can't do anything right. I have to do this, so I can silence those voices. So I can take control of my life and go my own way. I am ready, and I'm not afraid. I won't fail."

"Alright," the man said and he pulled a key from a pocket in his apron, "what I'm about to show you is something that has been passed down from blacksmith to blacksmith for many generations. If you succeed, and you become the blacksmith, this will belong to you. It is valuable, and precious to our trade. Not many people have seen this, and I must ask you to not discuss this with anyone. Not even Wrenlou. Do you understand?"

Hiccup nodded. He moved closer to the edge of his seat as the smith turned the key in the lock, and the lock opened with a metallic _click_. Before he lifted the lid the smith tucked the key back into the pocket it had come from. Then he looked at Hiccup, and opened the chest. The outside may have looked like it had passed through many hands, but the inside was a completely different story. The chest was lined with what seemed to be red velvet, that still shone like it was new. There was just one single item in the chest. A rolled up piece of parchment, and it looked as old as the box itself. He watched hos the smith took it out, closed the chest and placed it on the table.

"This," the man started, "is a map. But it's not just any map. It's a map to an island not too far away from here. And on that island, that's where your first test awaits."

"What is it?" Hiccup asked, "the first test?"

The smith smiled. "On this island a rare kind of metal can be found. It is the strongest, most durable kind of metal there is, but it is so rare that it's only used for the weapons of the highest ranking officers of the Guard. Ezra has a sword made with this metal, and it's one of few weapons ever made from this material. In fact, it's so rare that not few blacksmiths have ever worked with it. I myself only worked with it once, and that was when I was an apprentice."

"I need to go get some..." Hiccup said softly, "right?"

"Yes. Your first test is to go to this island, and bring me some of this metal. A good amount, a sizable chunk, not a little sliver. It will be dangerous, no one has been to that island since... well... since I was doing the tests, which is now... 25 years ago I think. I will be honest with you Hiccup, I don't know what you'll find there, I don't know what dangers await. Do you still want to go through with this?"

Hiccup nodded. "I do. I want to do this."

"Alright then," the man said, "then I want you to go to your room, collect some clothes, a bedroll and enough supplies to last you at least a week. This won't be done in a day. In fact, there's a reason you have a week to complete this test. Since this metal is so rare, it's very hard to find."

"So I have a week to complete the test and find the metal?" Hiccup asked, "I better tell Wrenlou I'll be gone for a while..."

"NO!" the smith practically yelled, "you will not tell anyone where you are going. You are going to your room, gather your supplies and come straight back here, do you understand? You will not talk to anyone, or say anything."

"O...okay..." Hiccup said, a little startled by the other man's outburst, "no talking to anyone. I get it. Just... get supplies..."

He quickly left the forge. After taking a deep breath, he suddenly realized he hadn't seen Toothless yet, and he sighed. The dragon was probably somewhere playing around with the other dragons, but it made his job a whole lot more difficult. He ran to the plaza, where the dragon was likely to be, since that was where all the Night furies seemed to hang out during the day.

"Toooooothleeeeess!" he called out over the plaza, "where are yooooouuuu!"

The only response he got were other dragons that perked up as soon as they heard his voice, and riders that greeted him with a cheerful "morning Hiccup!", but no Toothless. He stopped walking and looked around the plaza. The Night Furies were piled up, napping in the shade and he quickly spotted Snowflake in the black mass of scales, but he didn't see Toothless. He decided to pack some things first, maybe Toothless would come out then. But just as he was about to cross the plaza to his room, he spotted the green tailfin in another pile of Night Furies.

"Toothless! There you are!" he called as he ran over, "come on Toothless, I need you."

He grabbed the dragon's tail and pulled on it. There was a low grunt from the mountain of Night Furies and Toothless poked his head out. The dragon looked at Hiccup and slipped away from the other dragons. Then he stretched, flexing his claws as he did so, and yawned widely. Hiccup sighed and pulled on Toothless' tail again.

"Come on," he said, trying to get the dragon to follow him, "this is important. It's about my future. I really need you to come with me."

Toothless crooned softly, and allowed Hiccup to jump onto his back. He flew the dragon up to his room, where he quickly packed the things he would need for a week away. An extra tunic, his bedroll and blanket, some other things. He also stuffed his notebook into his bag, just because he was going to an unknown island. Who knew, maybe there were dragons living there. He could take some time to document them. Then again, he had to remember why he was there, so he only took one pencil. He also took an extra, empty bag for the metal. The smith had said a sizable chunk, and he expected it to be heavy, maybe even sharp, so he made sure he took the strongest bag he had.

"Alright Toothless," he said as he fastened the bags to the dragon's saddle, "are you ready bud? This will be quite an adventure I'm sure..."

Toothless crooned again and turned towards the plaza. After Hiccup had jumped onto his back he spread his wings and they flew down to the warm stones.

"I'll just be a minute," Hiccup said, "I need to get some food and water. Wait here okay? Don't go anywhere!"

He ran into the Hall, swiping some bread from the table. He also packed some fish and filled two bottles with water. He stuffed it all in his bag, and just before he left he took a few oranges from the table as well. Then he ran back out, finding Toothless exactly where he had left him. He hopped onto the dragon's back.

"To the forge Toothless! There's no time to lose."

Toothless spread his wings and flew up. It only took him a few seconds to reach the forge and Hiccup jumped off the dragon's back before he had even landed. He ran inside while Toothless landed outside. The smith looked up, and a broad smile spread across his face.

"I'm here," Hiccup said, "I'm ready."

"Not completely," the smith said with a smile, "you need one more thing. Come here."

Hoisting his bag higher onto his shoulder, Hiccup walked around the anvil towards the smith. The man was holding the map in one hand, a small knife in the other.

"You're going to need this," he said, handing him the map, "to find the island. Do not lose it! It is very important to our guild, it may not be lost."

"I will keep it safe," Hiccup said, taking the map and tucking it into his bag. He made sure it couldn't fall out, then he looked back to the smith.

"And you forgot this," the man said, handing him his dagger, "you need to take it. As I said, no one has been to that island in many years. I don't know what dangers are out there."

Hiccup took the dagger, feeling a little stupid that he would have forgotten his only weapon. After he fastened it to his belt, he looked around the forge.

"Won't I need mining tools or something?" he asked, "you know, pickaxe, shovel..."

"You do not," the smith said, "now go. You have a week to complete this task."

"What... what if I can't?" Hiccup asked softly, "what if I fail and don't find the metal?"

The smith sighed. "If you fail to find the metal... then I'm afraid I cannot take you as my apprentice, no matter how good you are. So do not fail Hiccup, I would hate it if you did... You have talent. I want to teach you how to use it. But for that, you need to bring me this metal. So go. Go quickly! You have one week!"

Hiccup nodded and ran towards Toothless. After jumping up on the dragon's back he checked the pedal for the prosthetic, making sure it moved without hitching.

"Be careful Hiccup!" the smith shouted as he flew away, "come back in one piece!"

"I will!" Hiccup shouted back, "and I will bring you the biggest lump of metal you've ever seen!"
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"Okay," Hiccup said as he unrolled the map, "according to this the island we're looking for is... oh look at that, just east of Palm Beach Island. Alright, I know where that is. Come on bud, make it quick. We've got a week to do this."

Toothless crooned and sped up as soon as Hiccup had rolled the map back up. Hiccup smiled and looked around, enjoying the warm sun on his face, and the cool breeze in his hair.

"This is nice, isn't it?" he asked no one in particular, "I missed flying like this. Just you and me... and the clouds..."

Toothless crooned softly and Hiccup rubbed his neck. "Don't worry bud. I won't forget why we're doing this. How could I?"

He smiled a little as he looked down on the sea. It was a warm day, the sun high in the sky and not a cloud in sight. They just passed Palm Beach Island, and he checked the map again, making sure they were still going in the right direction. After he put it away again, he looked around. All he saw was ocean. According to the map the island he was looking for wasn't too far away from Palm Beach Island, a few hours tops. He suspected they would reach the island just before sunset.

"What do you think we'll find?" he asked, smiling when Toothless cooed, "yeah I don't know either. But it can't be too dangerous, can it? I mean, he would never send us there if it was really dangerous, would he?"

Hiccup looked at the bag, where the map was safely hidden away. The smith did tell him that it could be dangerous, possibly fatal if he wasn't careful, but surely that was just to scare him. There was no way that the island was actually dangerous. He had seen many of the islands around here, and they were all the same. White beaches, palm trees and uninhabited. This one wouldn't be so different, he was sure of it.

But the island that slowly came into view was much bigger than the ones he had seen before, and it was completely barren. There was not a green plant in sight, not even a little sapling. It was completely covered in black rocks and sharp jagged edges. As soon as they landed Hiccup slipped from the dragon's back.

"This is it?" Hiccup asked, not believing what he saw, "this is the island? Toothless, are you sure we have the right island?"

Toothless tilted his head and crooned. Hiccup pulled the map from his bag again and unfolded it, placing it on the ground. With his finger he traced the path they had flown, over Palm Beach Island, right to the island they were now.

"This has to be it," he said while he stood up, "there are no other islands nearby, this is the only one. I wonder why it looks like this..."

After putting the map in the bag again he picked a small rock from the ground. It was surprisingly light, unlike any rock he had ever seen before. He studied it for a while, then he dropped it again.

"Well, we're here," he said, wiping his hands on his shirt, "lets go find this metal, shall we?"

Toothless complained loudly, plopping on the ground where he stood. He looked at Hiccup with big eyes, almost saying that he wasn't going anywhere. Hiccup looked at the sky, the sun had already begun to set.

"You're right," he said, walking back to the dragon, "we'll stay here for the night and search tomorrow. We still have a week, so there should be enough time, right."

Toothless nodded and folded his wings at his side. Hiccup dropped the bag on the ground and looked around.

"Do you think that there's any wood around?" he asked, "to build a fire?"

Without waiting for an answer he walked off, searching all around their improvised camp site. He found a few small pieces of wood sticking out of the ground, and on the beach he found some drift wood, probably from sunken ships. It wasn't much, but it was enough to keep a fire going for at least a few hours. He brought them back to Toothless, the dragon seemingly already asleep. Hiccup smiled and put the pile of wood on the ground.

"Come on Toothless, wake up," he said while he pulled the food from the saddle bag, "time for dinner."

After they had eaten, and after Toothless had lit the wood on fire, Hiccup nestled against the dragon's side. The sun wasn't completely gone yet, colouring the sky with vibrant hues of red and orange, making it look like it was on fire. The setting sun also coloured the sea, giving the water a blood red appearance.

"You'll never see a sunset like this on Berk," Hiccup mumbled, "never."

He scratched Toothless' chin as he waited for the stars to come out. The red slowly made place for the dark blues of the night, spotted with millions and millions of stars. Even with the faint red glow on the horizon the stars were overwhelming in numbers.

"Or stars like this," Hiccup mumbled sleepily, and he rested his head against Toothless's side.

The dragon purred softly, and Hiccup quickly fell asleep. Toothless soon followed after folding his wing around Hiccup.

He shot up, his heart racing. Something had woken him, but then he heard it again. It was a low rumble in the distance, and it almost sounded like a flock of dragons. As soon as he crawled out from under Toothless' wing, he saw that the sound had woken the dragon too.

"What was that?" Hiccup asked.

Toothless growled a little and Hiccup stood up, looking around. The sound was there again, much louder this time, and suddenly the ground shook. Hiccup lost his balance, but Toothless was quick to catch him, curling his tail around the boy to keep him standing.

"What is going on on this island!" Hiccup almost yelled, "come on Toothless, we're going to figure out what that sound was."

He swiftly gathered everything that lay around on the ground. The fire had gone out already, leaving only a smoking pile of ash. After he was done he climbed onto Toothless' back and shifted the prosthetic into take-off position.

It was still dark, the moon and stars not giving much light, and the black rocks of the island didn't make it any easier, so they stayed low, close to the ground. As they flew the rumble grew louder, and a faint glow appeared in the distance.

"Careful bud," Hiccup whispered, "we don't know what we'll find. These dragons may be hostile."

They flew slowly now, almost inching towards the glow. Suddenly, there was an explosion, and a plume of fire shot into the sky. It was accompanied by thick black smoke that quickly filled the sky above them, blocking the stars and the moon, shrouding the world in black

"That's not dragons!" Hiccup yelled, pulling Toothless to a halt "that's a volcano!"

They could see the volcano now. It was a large mountain, right in front of them, still a few miles away. It was spewing fire and ash, the smoke that gulfed out of it and down the sides. There were several lava flows creeping down the sides.

"I can't believe he sent us to an active volcano," Hiccup gasped, trying not to inhale the smoke, "but that would explain a lot, wouldn't it. Like why he said is might be dangerous? I can see how molten rock is dangerous. But that may explain why the metal is so rare... come on bud, lets take a closer look. But be careful."

They carefully flew closer to the volcano and it's molten lava streams. Hiccup strained his eyes to see anything, but the smoke had blocked out all the light except that from the lava itself, and that was too bright and too hot to look at directly. After a short while he shook his head.

"No, this can't be it," he said, "it's impossible to tell rock from metal if it's that hot. Come on Toothless, lets go somewhere we can breath properly."

Toothless turned around and sped up, eager to get away from the angry mountain. It took them a while but when they finally did clear the smoke and the heat from the volcano, Hiccup took a few deep breaths.

"It's a volcano," he mumbled, "an active volcano. Well, one thing's for sure. This will be an interesting week."

He breathed in deeply, and looked around. Nothing of the island seemed familiar. They must have ended up on a completely different part of the island because of the smoke. He frowned a little when he looked down. There were several large holed in the ground, almost looking like something big and heavy had fallen onto the island.

"What are those..." he mumbled softly and he steered Toothless down.

From up close the craters were even bigger, huge even. As he looked inside of one, he saw that there was nothing inside, as he had expected. But just as he turned away a glimmer at the bottom caught his eye and he frowned. Curious, he carefully slipped into the crater, sliding down to the bottom. He quickly found the glimmer and when he picked it up he saw that it was a small piece of metal, not much more than a splinter. A smile spread across his face as he examined it, totally forgetting where he was. It wasn't until there was a roar that he remembered, and he quickly tucked the splinter away and climbed out of the crater, looking around.

"Did you roar?" he asked Toothless, "volcanoes don't roar, do they?"

Toothless crooned softly and Hiccup looked around. There was nothing in sight, nothing besides dark rocks and the shimmer of the lava in the distance. He shrugged a little, brushing it off as a trick of the wind, and pulled the splinter out of his pocket.

"You see this Toothless?" he asked and he showed him the splinter, "my bet is that this is the metal we're looking for. But this is just a splinter, and he wanted a sizable chunk. So we need to find more. Hopefully we don't have to collect a million splinters and melt it together..."

Toothless sniffed the metal in his hand and growled, backing away from it like it would bite him. He raised his wings a little, ready to run, and Hiccup frowned.

"What is it? Toothless?"

Toothless growled louder, this time with bared teeth and Hiccup quickly put the splinter in his pocket to calm his nervous dragon. He inched towards him, his right hand stretched out and when it touched Toothless's nose, the dragon calmed immediately.

"It's okay bud," Hiccup whispered softly, "it's okay. The metal won't hurt you. But since it seems like we're on the right track, why don't we follow the trail and see where it ends, okay? The sun is rising already and we don't have forever. So come on, lets see where this takes us."

Toothless protested a little, but followed Hiccup as the boy started walking from crater to crater. He now noticed that some where deeper than others, and some were a more oval shape. But no matter what shape they were, they all posed the same question. What had made them, and why.

He found a few more splinters of metal and by the time the sun was fully risen he had five. It led him to believe that maybe, long ago, something rained down on this island, maybe a meteor that had contained the metal. But he couldn't be sure.

"You know," he said to Toothless as he pulled some bread out of the saddle bag, "if all I'm going to find are splinters, then this will be a very long week. Not to mention the volcano erupting back there."

He sighed and stopped walking, looking around as he pulled pieces from the bread. He was surrounded by craters now, there were so many that he was walking on a small edge between craters. No matter where he looked the big holes were present.

"I can't check them all, can I?" he asked, "it's the first day... well... second, and I'm already losing hope we'll ever find enough of this metal."

Toothless crooned softly and nudged him gently, licking his hand.

"You're right," Hiccup said, eating the last bit of bread, "I can't let this put me down. I must find this stupid metal, and the sooner we do it, the sooner we can go back to Dragoncity. So, where do we go now?"

Before he could even think of moving, a loud roar ripped through the air and he froze. He looked around, not seeing anything until his eyes fell on a cave not too far away.

"I think it came from in there," he whispered, "come on, lets take a look."

Toothless whines softly but Hiccup paid no attention to the dragon. He was far too intrigued by the island and everything he had seen so far. As soon as he reached the cave he pressed against the rocks, motioning Toothless to do the same. When he looked inside, he saw nothing. It was pitch black.

"Stay here, okay bud?" he said softly and rubbed Toothless' nose, "I'm going in."

Before the dragon could protest he slipped into the darkness, giving his eyes some time to get used to it. When they did he saw that the cave was in fact a tunnel, with smooth walls and ceiling. He walked slowly, deeper into the rock, but he hadn't gone far when something caught his eye.

"More metal," he mumbled, "more this time. I'm definitely on the right track."

He carefully studied the small nugget he had just discovered before putting it in his pocket with the rest. Before he continued he looked back at the entrance, seeing Toothless look in.

"I'll be fine bud," he said softly, "stay there. And let me know of anything comes, okay?"

After taking a deep breath he turned away from the entrance, and started walking further into the cave. He found a few more scraps of metal, not really anything that was worth mentioning. He was beginning to think that maybe he wasn't searching in the right place when there was a low rumble in front of him.

"This is not good," he mumbled and he tightened his grip on the knife and tried to see anything in the darkness. He silently cursed himself for not bringing a torch in the first place. If he had, he would have seen the danger coming. He didn't have much time to think before two yellow eyes appeared in front of him.

"This is definitely not good... Toothless!"

He turned around and ran, back towards the speck of light in the distance. When he looked back he saw a boulder coming at him, and coming at him fast. He knew he couldn't outrun it. And in the narrow tunnel there would be no way he would be able to avoid it.

"Toothless!" he screamed again and he mentally kicked himself for being so stupid, and just walking into a dark cave without any light, "Toothless!"


	60. A Blacksmith's Apprentice, Part III

_Someone left a review saying they wanted the sequel to ROTDR, and believe me when I say I am working on it. But unlike what some of you may believe, a good story doesn't just float around on the wind waiting to be snatched and put on paper. It takes time, a lot of time. I have written some things for the sequel, but nothing worth posting yet. I don't even have a title for it yet, but I'm open for suggestions. Let me just say this: when the time for posting it has come, you'll know, because I'll announce it where ever I can. For now, TAAOFHAW will have to do. And please, there are so many fun stories still coming, so don't give up just yet. Right now there's only one thing I can say._

_Enjoy!_

**The Adventurous Adventures of Hiccup and Wrenlou**

**A Blacksmith's Apprentice, Part III**

"Toothless!" Hiccup screamed running as fast as he could, "Toothless!"

There was a roar, and a blast if purple plasma shot past him. Toothless came running towards him, his wings tucked against his sides. He didn't stop but he slowed down a little, just enough to allow Hiccup to climb onto his back. Then the dragon made a tight turn, and ran back towards the exit, the boulder still following them, and showing no signs of stopping.

"Faster Toothless!" Hiccup yelled while he looked back, "it's still following us!"

Toothless sped up and spread his wings the second they left the cave. They shot into the sky, almost straight up to get clear of the boulder. When Hiccup looked back, he saw that the boulder had stopped, just outside the cave, and while he watched, it uncurled itself, revealing a stocky dragon covered in spikes.

"It's a dragon," Hiccup said surprised, "but I've never seen a dragon like that before."

They stalled in the air, looking down on the strange dragon beneath them. It roared and spread its wings, clearly intending to come and get them. Hiccup yanked the saddle, trying to get Toothless to fly away before the dragon smashed them to pieces.

"It's coming after us!"

Toothless growled a little, as if he was trying to say that he would outrun the other dragon anyway. Hiccup studied the dragon a little. It wasn't build for speed, with its large body and small wings, but it looked strong, and now that it was closer, he saw that it was also significantly bigger than Toothless.

It wasn't hard to keep a safe distance between themselves and the strange dragon, and as soon as it realized this, it seemed to get irritated. Before he really knew what was happening, Hiccup saw how the dragon curled into a boulder again, and it slammed into the ground with so much force that the shockwave threw Toothless off his wings. They had been flying too low to dodge it, but they were high enough to make quite a nasty fall. He remembered how they fell, how they hit the ground, but after that, there was only darkness.

0-0-0-0-0

He groaned a little, the pain in his head fogging his mind. The world spun when he sat up, and he had to seek support against one of the many rocks that lay around. When he opened his eyes his vision was blurry, and it took a moment before it cleared up and he could see again.

"That's going to leave a mark..." he mumbled, feeling how the right side of his face and body was chafed and bruised from the fall.

When he was finally able to stand he looked around, spotting Toothless not far away. The dragon wasn't moving, and for a moment he feared he was seriously injured, perhaps even dead, but then Toothless stirred and opened his eyes not long after.

"Toothless!" Hiccup called as he rushed to his friend, "are you okay bud?"

Toothless crooned softly and stood up, carefully testing his legs and wings to make sure nothing was broken.

"At least we know what made these craters," Hiccup said as he walked closer to the one the dragon just created, "no meteors, it was that dragon."

He looked from the craters that surrounded them to the entrance of the cave in the distance. He bent down and pulled one of the dragon's spikes from between a few rocks where it had gotten stuck when the beast impacted the ground. It was short, about the length of his hand, but it was so sharp it would cut through flesh without resistance.

"That dragon is linked to the metal somehow," he said while he put the spike in his bag with the small pieces of metal he had already found, "I know it is. It must be! So far all the metal we've found has been in these craters and in it's cave. If only we could get to it..."

Toothless growled and jumped in front of Hiccup, preventing him from going into the cave. Hiccup laughed a little and held up his hands.

"Relax bud, I'm not going in there again. But it may be a good idea to set up camp somewhere we can see the cave. Maybe we can learn something about this dragon, maybe we can figure out where it finds the metal. We still have a few days to find it, so there should be enough time. Come on, lets find us a camp site."

They scouted the area, finding that the flat they were on stretched miles in every direction. There weren't a lot of mountains anywhere near the cave, so they settled for a rock formation not too far from the cave. From it they could clearly see the area in front of the cave, as well as the cave itself.

"Alright," Hiccup said while he pulled some bread apart, "I must know how this dragon is connected to this metal, so next time it leaves its cave we follow it, okay bud?"

Toothless groaned a little and curled up. With a sigh Hiccup sat down at his, pulling the dragon's tail onto his lap to check if the prosthetic had sustained any damage.

"We were lucky," he said, "this could have been much worse. Imagine, what would we have done if you had broken a wing. Or a leg. Then we'd be in trouble."

Toothless looked up and gently licked the side of Hiccup's face. With a groan Hiccup wiped the dragon spit away, be he knew what Toothless meant.

"I know..." he said with a sigh, "it could have been a lot better too."

After he had made sure the prosthetic was in perfect working condition, he took his sketchbook from the saddle bag.

"Lets see..." he mumbled, chewing at the end of his pencil, "it has to be a Boulder class dragon... related to Gronckles perhaps. The build certainly seems similar, large bodies and small wings...but this one is a lot bigger and meaner than a Gronckle, don't you think Toothless?"

Toothless' ear twitched, and that was the only movement from the dragon. Hiccup smiled and turned to an empty page, where he tried to sketch the dragon as best as he could, both the curled up boulder form, and the uncurled state. He had to leave a few things less detailed, or even completely black, simply because he didn't quite remember how it had been. When he finished the sketch he closed the notebook, looking at the cave entrance. There was no sign of the dragon, nothing moved in the barren landscape. He could still hear the volcano in the distance, but it was miles away.

The sun set, painting the sky with red and orange once again, and no sign of the dragon. The stars came out, the moon came out, and still no sign of the dragon. Hiccup sighed and rubbed his eyes. He was tired, very tired, and his head hurt, along with everything else. It was nearing midnight and he was about to give up and sleep, when he spotted movement at the cave. He sat up, staring in the dark. It was hard to see in the faint light of the moon, but the dragon had definitely come out again.

"It's out..." he said almost surprised, "Toothless, wake up bud. We have to follow it."

Toothless groaned, but slowly uncurled. The dragon yawned, then stood up and stretched his legs. Hiccup watched him with his arms crossed and when Toothless was finally done stretching, he quickly mounted the dragon and they took to the sky. Following the other dragon was easy, since it was slow and chunky. They followed it all the way back to the volcano, where it landed at the edge of the molten lava stream.

"What's he doing..." Hiccup mumbled, "eating the lava? Or the rocks at the edge of the lava... I prefer a warm meal too..."

Toothless crooned a little and Hiccup steered closer. They landed on a rock protrusion above the other dragon, giving them the perfect vantage point. That's when Hiccup discovered that the dragon wasn't eating the lava, but the rocks at the edge. It also went for a specific type of rock, large round boulders that lay strewn around.

"It only eats those round rocks..." Hiccup mumbled while he pulled out his notebook. Using the light from the lava he drew the rocks, and finished the details on the dragon he had missed earlier. "I wonder why..."

The dragon flew up and landed a little further, searching for the same kind of rocks. Hiccup watched it for a few hours, following the dragon whenever it moved to a different spot. He was immensely intrigued by the new dragon he had just discovered. When it flew up and headed back to it's cave, the sun was already rising, just a thin line above the horizon.

"I need to collect those rocks," Hiccup said, "at least a few, or bits and pieces. That may help us get back into that cave."

Toothless protested, but Hiccup had already slid down from their latest perch. He found that the rocks themselves were far too big for him to take, so he settled for some of the smaller pieces the dragon had left behind after his late night snack. He stuffed his bag with as many pieces as he could find.

"Sure is hot..." he mumbled while he wiped the sweat from his forehead.

He looked at the lava stream not too far away. It was creeping forward, not flowing as he would have thought. As careful as he could he took a few steps closer to the immense river of molten rock. It bubbled a little, not like water bubbled when it boiled, but with large bubbles that took a long time to pop.

"Come on bud," Hiccup said and he turned away from the lava, "we're out of here."

He gratefully breathed in the fresh air as soon as they were in the sky. The cool air from the night hadn't completely disappeared yet, and it felt like heaven on his sweaty skin. They reached their campsite in just a few minutes, and as soon as they landed he let the bag slip from his shoulder.

"I could really use a bath right now," he said half joking, looking at his hands.

They were black from volcanic ash and dust. He knew his face had to be just as black. He pulled his tunic off and used that to clean his face as best he could.

"Remind me to never get that close to a volcano again, will you bud?"

Toothless crooned and curled up, resting his head on his paws. Hiccup smiled a little and took his position again, watching the entrance of the cave. He sighed as he petted Toothless head, leaning back against his side.

"We'll wait till it's dark," he said, more to himself than to Toothless, "then we'll go into the cave as soon as that dragon leaves. That will give us some time to explore the tunnels, don't you think bud?"

Toothless crooned softly, but didn't move. Hiccup looked down at the dragon and smiled.

"I guess some sleep isn't a bad idea," he said, "I'm pretty tired too."

He nestled against Toothless' side and closed his eyes. It didn't take long before he fell asleep, but the sun rising in the sky, shining down on them almost merciless, prevented him from sleeping much, and he was awake just a few hours later, just as the sun reached it's peak. He spend the rest of the day scouting the area around the cave, making sure he didn't come to close. When the night finally fell and the dragon left, he woke Toothless.

"Showtime bud," he said softly, "come on."

As silent as a ghost they slipped down and quickly made their way over to the cave entrance.

"Keep your eyes open bud," Hiccup said softly, "we don't know what we'll find. And let me know if you smell something, okay?"

After he took a deep breath he lit a torch, and then entered the cave with Toothless close behind him. The dragon stayed close to him, his keen eyes piercing the darkness and seeing things Hiccup couldn't. Hiccup stayed calm as long as the dragon stayed calm, but the deeper he went into the cave, the faster his heart was beating. After all, he didn't know if there were any more boulder dragons in these tunnels.

"What do you think?" he asked Toothless when he found a hunk of metal about the size of his fist, "are we in the right place? Come on, let's keep going."

They slipped into a side that quickly ran into a dead end, but he found a few more pieces of metal. He also found some pieces of the rock the dragon had been eating the night before, and he stuck those in the bag as well.

They explored the tunnels for what seemed to be hours, checking side tunnels and small chambers. He never found more than small bits and pieces of the metal, but his back was starting to get heavy when he walked into the largest chamber they had seen so far. It looked like it was the one the dragon lived in, with a large hollow in the middle probably where the dragon slept. There was only one other opening, opposite of the one they had come from, and he slowly walked around the hollow towards the opening. Toothless whined a little, looking from him to the exit and back.

"I know bud," Hiccup said softly, "just this room, then we can leave, okay?"

Toothless whined again, but followed him towards the opening in the rock. Hiccup smiled a little and crossed the few yards that separated him from the room. But the moment he stepped into the room, he froze. What he saw wasn't at all what he had expected. He had expected to find more of the metal, maybe a pile of eggs, but what he hadn't expected to find was a small skeleton. Well, small... it was about the size of Toothless, maybe a little smaller, and it was resting on a flat rock that almost looked like a shrine of sorts.

"Oh my gods..." he whispered and he stepped a little closer, "that looks like the dragon but... smaller... Toothless, do you think this is her child?"

He turned around and stared straight into the eyes of the big boulder dragon. Before he could say anything, it roared furiously, causing him to stumble back a little.

"L... look," he stammered, "I don't mean to harm you... okay? I just..."

The dragon roared again, flaring it's wings and Hiccup dove past it into the bigger room. It turned around with amazing speed, staying in the room as if it was protecting it's child.

"I didn't mean to hurt you," Hiccup said again, his voice shaking ever so slightly, "I didn't know... I'm sorry..."

Instead of coming after him, the dragon turned back to the small room. It looked almost sad, the way it gently checked the skeleton that lay there.

"It was your baby, wasn't it," Hiccup said softly.

The dragon growled a little, but it no longer sounded threatening. Hiccup took a deep breath and walked back into the room and around the dragon to face it. He held out one hand with the palm up, the other like he had done with Toothless the first time.

"I'm not here to hurt you," he said softly, "I swear I'm not here to hurt you."

The dragon looked at him, it's eyes no longer filled with anger. They were now filled with sadness and loneliness.

"I can be your friend," Hiccup said and he dug around in his bag until he found a piece of rock, "do you want me to be your friend?"

He stood still as he offered the rock to the dragon. It looked at him, but didn't move.

"You've been lonely," Hiccup said, more sure of himself, "I know what it's like to be lonely." He sighed and sat down, putting the rock down in front of him. "Where I come from... nobody liked me very much. In fact, Toothless was the first real friend I had. Until I found Dragoncity... it was just me and him. But I found a family there. I'm sure there's a family out there for you."

The dragon curled it's tongue around the rock and pulled it into it's mouth. Hiccup smiled widely and pulled another piece from his bag. He kept taking about a lot of things, until the dragon was completely calm.

"What should I call you?" he asked himself, "and what kind of dragon are you? You look like a Gronckle, but if I look at that..." he looked at the skeleton, "it's not quite the same. And I've never known Gronckles to curl into boulders... maybe that's what I'll call you, Boulder."

He looked at the dragon in front of him. It had lost it's menacing look, as much as it could being covered in spikes and sharp edges. He reached out, slowly to not spook it, and rubbed it's nose a little.

"You were just protecting yourself weren't you," he said softly, "you thought I came here to hurt you. Well, all I want is this."

He pulled the metal from his bag, holding a few of the chunks up for the dragon to see.

"I need this you see," he continued, "it's for a test. If I don't get enough, and I think enough means a lot, I failed it, and that means my future is... well, ruined. I know this has something to do with you, can you help me?"

Boulder looked at him, then looked at his hands and the metal in them. Then it stood up and walked into the larger room, to the hollow in the centre. Hiccup scrambled to his feet and followed the dragon, watching his every move. Boulder slipped into the hollow and nestled into it, fitting perfectly in the round shape. Hiccup sighed, and turned to Toothless.

"Come on bud, I don't think we'll find the answer here."

Toothless got up and stretched, keeping a close eye on the dragon. Hiccup put all the metal back into his bag and climbed onto Toothless' back. He took one last look at the dragon, then left the cave.

"Well, we made some progress, right?" he said, not entirely convinced, "we'll try again tomorrow. Right now, why don't we let her rest."
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"Where's Hiccup? Has any of you seen Hiccup?" Wrenlou asked, but the riders he had been talking with shook their heads.

"I haven't seen him in a while..." he mumbled and he turned to look around the plaza, "I wonder where he is..."

He sighed as he called for Snowflake, the dragon sauntering towards him with a fish in her mouth. She swallowed it while she looked at him, then gestured to her back.

"I'm sorry girl," Wrenlou said while he rubbed her nose, "I know we haven't gone flying the past few days, but I've been so busy with that first test. I just finished it. And now I can't find Hiccup, or Toothless... you haven't seen them, have you?"

Snowflake yawned and wondered off again. Wrenlou looked around the plaza again, and then the smoke rising from the forge's chimney caught his eye. He frowned and mentally kicked himself for not looking in the obvious place first. Hiccup had gone to the blacksmith to become his apprentice, where could he be besides the forge?

But as he approached the forge, he heard only Mendo, the blacksmith, singing loudly while hammering a piece of metal. And when he stepped into the small structure, Hiccup was nowhere to be seen. He crossed his arms and waited for the man to notice him, knowing it was pointless to try and shout over the banging of the hammer. When the smith had put the metal back into the fire, it was a sword Wrenlou realized, Mendo noticed him when he turned to put the hammer down.

"Wrenlou!" he said cheerful, wiping his hands on his apron, "what can I do for you?"

"Where's Hiccup?" Wrenlou asked, "I haven't seen him in days. I know he went to you. What did you make him do?"

"The first test of course!" Mendo said, but then his face grew serious, "Wrenlou, I can't tell you where he is. I know you would go after him and he has to do this alone."

"Where is he?" Wrenlou asked again, a dark tone in his voice, "tell me where he is!"

Mendo sighed and stepped closer. Even though Wrenlou was tall, the smith still towered over him.

"I honestly can't tell you that," he said softly, "he has a week to complete the first test. He has been gone for four days. If he's not back in three, I will tell you where he is, I will take you there. But right now, I can't. It's one of the rules of the guild."

"Is he in danger?" Wrenlou asked.

"To be honest I don't know," Mendo said as he turned back to the fire, "he could be. But he's clever. He'll manage to get out of it. Three days Wrenlou, if he's not back in three days we'll go find him, okay?"

"Do I have a choice?" Wrenlou asked.

"None at all," the smith answered and he pulled the glowing piece of metal from the fire, "so I suggest you go back to your own tests, and let me worry about Hiccup."

"Fine," Wrenlou said, "but you can't expect me not to worry! He's my best friend, okay? And if he gets hurt, I'll know where to find you."

before the smith could answer, Wrenlou had left the forge. He went back to the plaza, not sure what to do. He had finished his first test and Naomi, his would-be master, had given him a few days before the next. He had hoped to catch up with Hiccup, maybe fly together, explore the island some, but now Hiccup was nowhere to be found. He rubbed his wrist, still sore from writing three days on end, and decided to go find Snowflake again. It was time he took her on a well deserved flight around the island. And maybe, just maybe, they would be able to figure out where Hiccup went.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0

"I have to leave tomorrow," Hiccup said and he glanced at the boulder dragon, "I have to go back."

The dragon didn't react to his words, didn't even move, and Hiccup sighed.

"I need that metal," he said softly, "I have to have it. Without it... well, without it I have to find another path, another thing to do. And to be honest, smithing is the only thing I'm good at. You can help me. You know where to find that metal, don't you?"

The dragon groaned but still didn't move. Hiccup sighed. He had been trying to get the dragon to show him the metal for a few days now, but time was running out fast. He only had a day left, and so far all he had in his bag were little splinters and small nuggets, nowhere near enough to be a sizable chunk as the smith had put it, not even if he melted everything together.

"Please..." he said softly, "I need it..."

This time the dragon looked up, but made no other movement. It looked at him with it's yellow eyes, almost without emotion, and Hiccup looked down.

"You're lonely..." he said, "I know what that's like... being lonely. I was lonely too, until I met Toothless. I didn't have friends, nobody liked me. Toothless was my first friend. And since I left home, I've made many more. Wrenlou, Dale, Broghan... they must be so worried... you know, I was sent here, by the blacksmith, to find this metal." He held up the small nugget he had been toying with. "And I did find it. Sort of. But you know where the rest is don't you. You know where to find it. Please, help me. If I don't have it... I... I don't know if I can face them again. You see, the people in my old life all called me useless. If I fail now, I prove them right. I want to prove them wrong..."

The dragon was motionless, just looking at him, and Hiccup felt like the animal was looking straight through him.

"What if I promise to come back?" he said, "what if I promise to come back at least once a year? I'll even take Wrenlou."

The dragon tilted his head to the side, as if he was considering the offer. Then she stood up, stretched her stocky body and spread her wings. Hiccup jumped up, grabbing his bag.

"Toothless!" he yelled, "Toothless come on!"

The Night Fury bounced towards him and Hiccup jumped onto his back. They quickly followed the boulder dragon, not wanting to lose it. This may be his only chance at finding the metal.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Mendo sighed as he watched the sky. The light of Hiccup's last day was fading fast, and there was still no sign of the boy.

"If you don't hurry up Hiccup, I'm going to have to fail you," he mumbled softly, "I'd hate to do that."

He sat down in front of the forge, keeping a watchful eye on the skies above. He was worried, although he would never admit that, but he was worried that something had happened to his would-be apprentice. If Hiccup had gotten hurt, or worse, it would be on him. Just when he was about to give up hope, a dark shape shot down from the sky, barely visible in the fading light, and landed on the plaza in front of the forge. Hiccup hopped off Toothless' back, waving at him. Mendo waved back, relieved to see the boy, but anxious to see if he had succeeded in his mission. He stood up and walked closer.

"My gods, Hiccup," he gasped when he saw the boy's dirty face and clothes, "what happened to you?"

"Oh, you know," Hiccup said almost casually while he was untying his bag from the saddle, "just an active volcano and a homicidal dragon, that's all. A little warning would have been nice."

"Yeah..." Mendo said while he scratched the back of his head, "sorry about that... I couldn't tell you about that... I would have if I could."

"It's fine," Hiccup said, finally untangling his bag from the straps holding it in place, "but I am going to get a bath of you don't mind."

"Did you get it?" the smith asked no longer able to contain his curiousity, "did you find the metal?"

"It was a tricky one, I'll give you that," Hiccup said with a faint smile while he hauled his bag into the forge, "but I believe this is what you're looking for?"

He set the back onto the table and undid the clasps. He carefully lifted the large chunk of metal out of the bag, leaving the little bits and pieces he had found inside. The smith gasped as he set the chunk on the table, rounding it to the other side.

"Hiccup, this is amazing!" he said, "where did you find a chunk this big!"

Hiccup shrugged a little, but he couldn't hide his pride. He has been able to persuade the dragon to show him where the metal came from, and he had been able to take this much home.

"You must tell me all about it," Mendo said, "tomorrow. Right now, I am proud to announce that you passed the first test. With flying colours I might add. This much metal... it's truly amazing."

Hiccup smiled widely, feeling how his cheeks turned a little red. "What happens now?" he asked.

"Now?" Mendo said, "now, you go take a bath, eat something and then rest. This will be kept safe here, and tomorrow you will come back and I'll tell you all about the second test. Oh... and you might want to find Wrenlou. He was worried about you."

"Okay," Hiccup said and he watched how Mendo moved the chunk of metal from the table to a secure cabinet. Just as he turned to leave, Mendo's voice stopped him.

"Hiccup? I am going to need that map back," the smith said, pulling the box the map had been in out of the cabinet.

Hiccup turned back and pulled the map from his pocket. He gently placed it back in the box and watched how the smith locked it up again, in the same cabinet where his metal chunk was not residing.

"Get cleaned up," the smith said, "eat and rest. And then I'll see you again tomorrow."

"Yes sir," Hiccup said, and he turned around.

The feeling he had was almost indescribable, a mixture between pride, joy and a great feeling of success. He had shown them he wasn't a failure. He had succeeded. He had passed his first test. Following the smith's advice, he went to find Wrenlou. As it turned out, he didn't have to look very far.

"Hiccup! Where on earth have you been!"

He turned around to find Wrenlou running towards him. He stopped in front of him, crossing his arms.

"You look terrible," he commented, "what happened to you."

"Long story," Hiccup said, trying to rub some of the dirt from his arm, "I need a bath..."

"Yes you do..." Wrenlou nodded in agreement, "come on, I'll join you. I can use on myself."

Hiccup nodded and they quietly walked to the bath house. He didn't see the occasional glance Wrenlou cast in his direction, but just before they entered the bath house, Wrenlou stopped him.

"So tell me," he said, "did you pass the test and what the hell happened."

"How about I tell you inside," Hiccup said, "I also want to hear about yours."

"Fair enough," Wrenlou said.

It wasn't long before they had changed into the swimming shorts and plunged into the water, and Hiccup was scrubbing the dirt from his skin. Wrenlou was watching him, leaning on the edge of the small pool.

"Those are bruises," he pointed out, seeing the dark blue marks on Hiccup's skin, "and scrapes. What happened?"

"Mendo sent me to an active volcano to find some metal," Hiccup said, "but he didn't mention that there was also a dragon living there. I believe it to be a boulder class dragon, but it doesn't breath fire or anything. It does this thing where it curls up in the middle of flight, and slams into the ground. The resulting shockwave knocks everything in range out of the sky. Toothless and I didn't know that, so we were knocked out. I don't think I broke anything, just scrapes and bruises."

"Hmm..." Wrenlou said, not seeming entirely convinced.

"We're okay, really," Hiccup said, "Toothless' saddle is a little scratched up, but he's fine. He's got a tougher hide than I do. I should get the saddle off him later... so he can run around a little."

"Do you want me to check them?" Wrenlou said, "the scrapes?"

Hiccup shrugged and Wrenlou moved over. "So tell me," he said while he started to clean the dirt of Hiccup's back and shoulders, revealing more scrapes and bruises, "what happened next? Did you find what you were looking for?"

"Oh yes!" Hiccup said, "I sure did! I had been finding these little splinters and small nuggets in the craters the dragon makes when it hits the ground, so that was the first clue I got. That was what led me to believe that it had to be connected to the dragon. That was after I found out there was a dragon that is. Anyway, I found the dragon and I managed to train it a little."

"Of course you did," Wrenlou mumbled, "there's a few nasty cuts here on your shoulder. I think there may be a few pieces of debris in there. I'll try to get them out. Don't stop talking!"

"As I said I managed to train the dragon a little, after I had been following it around the island for a while," Hiccup said, talking fast now, "but I was getting nowhere with making it show me where the metal came from, and honestly I was getting a little scared that I would never find it, but then I followed it to the lava stream, and I had followed it there many times before, that's where it eats you see, but this time it didn't go for the rocks it usually eats, it actually ate the lava! It didn't even flinch! And you know how hot that stuff is! Anyway, after that it goes back to it's cave, and naturally we follow it again. At first nothing happens, but after a few hours or so it gets up, and it's like it's choking. You know, when a cat has a hairball stuck or something? Like that. Before I can do anything however, help or something, it just... OW! What did you just do?"

"Sorry," Wrenlou said, "this was in your shoulder."

Hiccup turned around a little, to see Wrenlou holding a small silver splinter. "That's a piece of the metal," he said, "I found a bunch of those. That was in my shoulder?"

Wrenlou nodded. "I also found a few small bits of rock. You didn't clean them, did you."

He sounded a little accusing, and Hiccup shook his head. "I didn't think that would be necessary, he said, "it's just scrapes."

"Always clean wounds," Wrenlou said, "no matter how small. An infection doesn't need a large wound to settle into your body. Now come on, continue! You were just getting to the good part!"

"Right..." Hiccup mumbled, "where was I... Oh! Right. So I thought the dragon was choking, but then it spits out a chunk of metal! Just like that! Glowing red hot, steaming a little. I had been looking for it for days and there it was, at my feet."

"So the dragon makes the metal?" Wrenlou asked, "can I see your arm?"

"I don't think it makes the metal," Hiccup said while he held out his arm for Wrenlou to check, "I think it's in the rocks it eats. But because it can't digest the metal, it's a rock eater after all, it just secrets the small amounts in the rock through it's skin. That's the splinters and nuggets I found. I think there's a much larger concentration present in the lava, which explains why it coughed the large chunk up rather then sweating it out."

"Sounds like an interesting dragon," Wrenlou said, "but I take it you passed?"

"Yes!" Hiccup said, splashing water at Wrenlou in his excitement, "I did! And I've never felt this good about something before!"

"You should be proud," Wrenlou said smiling, "are there any more scrapes beside the ones on your cheek there?"

"My leg and side," Hiccup said, "but what about you? What was your first test and did you pass?"

"Did you know," Wrenlou started as he inspected Hiccup's cheek, "that there are about a thousand different kinds of herbs, roots, berries and leaves with healing benefits?"

"A thousand?" Hiccup said, "that's a lot."

"I know," Wrenlou said, "I had to write them all down."

"Al thousand!?" Hiccup practically shouted, "that's... that's impossible! What if you get any wrong? Were you allowed to get some wrong?"

Wrenlou nodded. "I could get twenty wrong."

"Just twenty?" Hiccup asked, "that's not a lot..."

"I know, but normally it's only ten," Wrenlou said and he moved a way from Hiccup's cheek, "but that's for people who already have experience, who've already been an apprentice. They gave me a little more room because I didn't."

"Did you pass it?" Hiccup asked watching how Wrenlou checked the scrapes on his leg, "how many did you get wrong?"

"16," Wrenlou said proudly, "so yes, I passed. Took me three days to write everything down, but I did it."

Hiccup smiled widely. "We both passed... that's awesome."

"It sure is," Wrenlou said, "next test tomorrow... are you nervous?"

"Yes," Hiccup admitted, "but I'm also excited. You?"

"Me too," Wrenlou nodded and he climbed out of the pool, "I wonder what they have planned next."

"As long as it doesn't involve volcanoes or boulder dragons, I'm good," Hiccup said while he grabbed a towel, "I've seen enough of that for now."

"Come on," Wrenlou said, "we should celebrate with a good meal. I happen to know that the others passed too. Broghan had it hard, he told me."

"Oh yeah?" Hiccup chuckled as they walked back to change into their own clothes again, "you're going to have to tell me all about that."

Wrenlou nodded. "And you will have to tell me more about that boulder dragon of yours. Because a dragon that can knock a Night Fury out of the sky without even touching it, that sounds awesome."

"It was," Hiccup said, "I have sketches. I'll show you. And I'll take you there too. Just... don't tell anyone, okay?"

"Promise," Wrenlou said, "now let's eat. I'm hungry."
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"Hiccup! It's good to see you again!" the smith greeted him cheerfully, "before we start with the second test, I wanted to ask if you had anything to say or ask about the first one. Do you?"

Hiccup thought for a moment, then shook his head. "No questions. But a little warning about the volcano would've been nice. You know, just say, "Hiccup, I am sending you to an active volcano." And maybe mention the dragon... would've saved me from... well, these."

He gestured to the scrapes and bruises on his face and arm. Mendo sighed and put his hammer down. Then he walked around the anvil and put an arm around Hiccup's shoulders.

"If I had mentioned the dragon," he started, "then it would have been far too easy."

"Okay fair enough," Hiccup said while he pushed the blacksmith's arm away, "but you could have mentioned the volcano. That had nothing to do with it."

"Next time I will mention the volcano," Mendo said.

"Very helpful..." Hiccup mumbled.

"I'm glad you're okay," Mendo said, "I was worried when you were late."

"Maybe I was late on purpose," Hiccup said with a faint smile, "now come on, what's the second test."

"You're eager to get started," Mendo said with a smile and he opened the cabinet where he had stored the metal Hiccup had brought back, "the second test... it's a fairly simple one. All you have to do is make this workable. Soften it, take a small piece and make a perfect cube, one that fits in the palm of a hand.

"So heat it up, make a cube," Hiccup said and he crossed his arms, "I can do that in five minutes."

"You have a week," Mendo said, ignoring Hiccup's comment. The forge is all yours. If anyone comes asking for repairs, tell them the shop is closed for the coming week, and if they don't agree that they can find me in the Hall. Good luck my boy!"

He left quickly, leaving Hiccup baffled. As soon as Mendo had turned the corner and was gone from sight, Hiccup turned to the block of metal sitting on the anvil. He leaned down to it, studying the rough surface. It looked like any other piece of metal, the same as all the others he had seen in Gobber's forge. It had a smooth, flat surface where it had landed on the ground when it had been hot, right after the dragon coughed it up. The rest was rough, bumpy, but still shining enough that he could see his reflection, fractured into pieces like it would be in a broken mirror. The reflection of the fire made it look like a gem, the light breaking up and sparkling like little stars.

"A week..." he mumbled, "a week to do something as simple as heating this up? What is he keeping from me this time...? You're not going to explode when I put you in the fire right?"

He sighed and ran a hand over his face. Then he reached out and touched the metal. It didn't feel any different. After he knocked on it a few times he also concluded it didn't sound very different.

"What's your secret," he mumbled, bringing his face closer to the shining metal, "why would it take a week to figure it out..."

His face was now so close to the metal that his nose nearly touched the rough surface. He was so focused on the metal that he didn't see the young man that walked into the shop.

"Hey Hiccup, what are you doing?"

He jumped up and spun around, his heart racing. "Gods... Wrenlou! You scared me!"

"Guilty conscience?" Wrenlou said with a smile, "no, but seriously, what are you doing. You looked like you wanted to get in that thing."

"The next test..." Hiccup said, "it's make this workable. You know, heat it up, soften it, make it malleable, and then make a little cube out of it."

"So chuck it in the fire and be done with it," Wrenlou said while he crossed his arms, "sounds like an easy one to me."

"He gave me a week to do it," Hiccup said, looking at the fire, "something is off. Why would he give me a week to do it? There has to be something that's different about this stuff."

"You have those little pieces right?" Wrenlou asked, "start with those. Besides, if you have to make a cube those small pieces are perfect."

"They are..." Hiccup said and he rubbed his chin, "I might just do that. Thanks Wren."

"Before you do..." Wrenlou said, grabbing Hiccup's arm, "can I borrow you for a few minutes?"

"Borrow me..." Hiccup asked with a frown, "what for? What did I do?"

"You didn't do anything," Wrenlou said and he started pulling Hiccup away from the forge, "I did something. Yesterday. When I took care of those scrapes and bruises."

"Has this to do with your second test?" Hiccup asked, following Wrenlou.

"Yes," Wrenlou said and he let go of Hiccup's arm now that the boy was following him, "my second test is to take care of minor injuries this week. And I might have mentioned to her what I did last night, and now she wants to see you. Well, she wants to see your wounds."

"So she can check up on you?" Hiccup asked and Wrenlou nodded. "Are you in trouble?"

"I don't think so," Wrenlou said and he held the door open, "but with her... I never know."

"Then lets get this over with," Hiccup said, "I want to go back to my metal. I need to know what's going on with it."

He was back in the forge just a few minutes later. Naomi had taken a quick look at the scrapes and concluded that Wrenlou had done a good job. She had sent him back to his own tasks, and taken Wrenlou to go see a new patient. Now he was staring at the metal chunk again, trying to unlock it's secrets by staring at it. After a while he sighed and straightened his back. He ran a hand through his hair and took one of the bigger pieces from the bag.

"Okay..." he mumbled, "lets see what happens shall we?"

He looked around for tools and found them on a workbench next to the door. He picked a pair of tongs with long handles, just to be safe.

"Please don't explode..." he said softly while he held the piece of metal in the hottest part of the fire.

It didn't explode, nor did it do anything else. It took a while to heat, and he sat, waiting patiently while he turned it around in the fire like it was a roast on a spit. When it was finally glowing red, he pulled it out and brought it over to the anvil. After he had dropped it on the worn metal of the anvil he selected a hammer from the many hammers that were laying around and turned to the glowing nugget. He took a deep breath, and raised the hammer above his head.

As soon as the hammer hit the glowing metal nugget it slipped and the metal shot away. It hit the furnace before bouncing of the ground and lodging itself into one of the roofs support beams. The wood quickly caught fire and Hiccup dropped the hammer to rush to the bucket of water. After he emptied it on the beam he was panting, staring at the little piece of metal like it had grown eyes. A small trail of steam came from the nugget, that had sizzled the moment the water had hit it. It was lodged firmly in the wood, the surrounding area blackened by the fire, but the metal itself looked pristine, like he never hit it with a hammer.

"Impossible..." he mumbled and he looked around searching for the tongs, "it has to be at least a little flatter... right?"

But the nugget he pulled from the wooden pillar showed no signs of flattening. It was just like it was before. Hiccup looked at it from all sides, checking every little dent to see if he might have caused it, but there was no sign that he had done any damage to it. When he checked the anvil he found an indentation, and the nugget was a perfect fit for it. He also found one on the hammer, where he had hit the glowing piece of metal.

"That's impossible..." he mumbled, "it was glowing red... that should mean it was hot..."

He bit his lip in thought, trying to think of what he could do different to get the nugget to yield, and the only thing he could come up with was that the fire wasn't hit enough. He had to make it hotter, much hotter. And even then there was no guarantee that it would work.

"I now see why I have a week to figure this out," he said with a sigh, "this is going to be harder then I thought. Much, much harder..."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"Still nothing?" Wrenlou asked as he walked into the forge holding out a cup and some food for Hiccup.

"Not a damn thing," Hiccup said with a sigh as he wiped his hands on his apron, "it's been only three days and I have tried everything I can think of. Wood, coal, oil... nothing burns hot enough to melt this stupid stuff. It's harder than any metal I've seen before. I actually broke a hammer yesterday, can you believe that? I broke a hammer trying to get this thing to flatten. I almost burned down the forge. It won't do what I want."

He took a few angry bites from the sandwich Wrenlou had brought him and stared at the nugget as if that would scare it into a cube.

"Don't ask me for advice," Wrenlou said, "I know nothing about this kind of thing."

"I know," Hiccup said with his mouth still full, "it's juft driving me cwazy."

Wrenlou smiled. "You'll figure it out," he said, "I know you will. You're smart like that."

"You want to know the weirdest part?" Hiccup asked as he washed the last bits of the sandwich down with the contents of the cup, "watch this."

He took the tongs and the nugget and held them in the furnace as he had done so many times before. He waited until it was glowing red again, then pulled it out and turned to Wrenlou.

"Hold your hand up," he said, but Wrenlou took a step back.

"Are you insane?" he said, putting his hands in his pockets, "I'm not touching that."

"Trust me," Hiccup said, holding the glowing nugget out to Wrenlou, "hold your hand up."

"I won't let you burn me," Wrenlou said, taking another step back.

"Would I do that to you?" Hiccup said with a smile, "come on, trust me."

Very slowly Wrenlou held out his hand, biting his lip as Hiccup neared him with the nugget. He looked away when Hiccup dropped it on his hand, but instead of the searing pain he expected to feel, all he felt was warmth.

"It's not even hot," he said surprised while he closed his hand around the small piece of metal, "it's just warm!"

"Exactly!" Hiccup said, tossing the tongs aside in frustration, "any other metal would melt instantly in there, and that bloody thing doesn't even get hot. You know, I'm starting to think that the first stage of this whole thing was the easiest, even if it involved a volcano and an angry dragon that tried to kill me."

"Don't give up now," Wrenlou said while put the nugget on the anvil, "I know you can do it."

"I don't see it," Hiccup mumbled, "I'm clueless. I don't know what to do."

"You'll figure it out," Wrenlou said and he held the cup out, "here, drink some more."

"Thanks.." Hiccup said and he looked up at Wrenlou, "how's your day going?"

"Oh, you know," Wrenlou said, "I've had my daily dose of blood." When he saw Hiccup's confused face he smiled and continued: "one of the dock workers had cut his arm up pretty bad. I had to put thirty stitches in him. Took me about an hour to get done. After that I snuck out to bring you some lunch. I know you forget to eat when you're trying to work through a problem."

"I don't know if I can solve this one," Hiccup said, "I just don't know if I can do it."

"You're gonna let some stupid little piece of metal defeat you?" Wrenlou asked, "are you really gonna let this win?"

"It's being mean!" Hiccup protested, "it won't do what I want."

"Hiccup, it's metal," Wrenlou said, "you can make it do what you want."

"You really think so?" Hiccup asked softly.

"Of course I think so!" Wrenlou said, "don't let a few setbacks determine your future. You haven't figured it out yet, but you will. Maybe you're just looking at it wrong."

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asked frowning.

"Hiccup, this thing came from a volcano, which is really really hot," Wrenlou said, "and then it was inside a dragon's stomach for a few hours. What makes you think human made fire will be hot enough to melt it?"

"I..." Hiccup started, but then his face went blank.

"Hiccup?" Wrenlou asked, "Hiccup, are you alright?"

"I'm a fool..." Hiccup whispered.

"What? I didn't..."

"Thanks Wren!" Hiccup yelled as he ran out the forge, "you best get back to the hospital now!"

"Where are you going!" Wrenlou yelled after him, "Hiccup!"

"I need to find Toothless!" Hiccup yelled back, "now!"

He found the dragon in the shade of a palm tree, a fish tail still hanging from his mouth. He was asleep, or faking to be asleep, but when Hiccup knelt in front of him, Toothless woke up quickly.

"I need you bud," Hiccup said, "come on, come help me."

Toothless was quick to follow him, after swallowing the remains of his lunch and some thorough stretching. While he ran back to the forge Hiccup made sure that the dragon was following him, but he didn't have to worry. Toothless was eager to help out and was not far behind, catching up with him quickly. When they reached the forge Hiccup was out of breath, panting and gasping for air while he leaned against the wall.

"Okay," he said still a little short of breath, "okay, I need you to... oh gods... my side... that hurts..."

Toothless crooned and licked his face, then went into the forge. Hiccup followed him and pointed at the furnace.

"I need you to blow a plasma blast in there," he said, "wait! When I say you can! Hang on a moment..."

He took the nugget he had been fighting with for days from the anvil and dropped it in the fire. He stared at it a little, then turned to Toothless.

"Go ahead bud," he said, "right in there."

Toothless crooned and moved closer to the furnace. "This better work..." Hiccup mumbled just as a blast of purple fire nearly blinded him, "if it doesn't, I don't know anymore..."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"One solid metal cube!" Hiccup said proudly as he placed said cube on the table in front of Mendo.

The smith froze with his hand on his way to his mouth to take a bite from his sandwich. Instead he put it back down on the place and picked the cube from the table. He studied it from all sides, finding no flaws on the smooth surfaces.

"How did you do that so fast...?" he asked, genuinely surprised, "it took me six days to figure it out!"

Hiccup shrugged a little and sat down on the opposite side of the table. "Figuring it out proved to be the easy part. Making the cube was... a lot harder," he said with a smile, "but now that I know how to get it soft, I can do anything I want with it."

"Remind me," Mendo said, resuming his meal, "how did it work again?"

"It's a mix of fires," Hiccup said, playing with the cube, "Night Fury fire and man made fire. Only that burns hot enough to melt this stuff. Once I learned that the rest was easy. Well... easy... making a cube like that is a lot harder than it sounds."

"Yes it is," Mendo said with a smile, "I'm impressed. I'm honestly impressed. It took you just four days to figure it out. You have a talent here Hiccup, the third test will be easy for you."

"What is it?" Hiccup asked, "the third test?"

Mendo started laughing. "Easy there kiddo," he said, "just because you finished this one early doesn't mean you get to start early. You start next week, with everyone else. In the meantime... have some fun. Relax. Enjoy the sun. I don't care what you do. But don't show your face near the forge. Now that you're done, I have to catch up on work. So, I'll see you in three days, alright?"

Hiccup nodded and watched the man leave. Then he took the cube from the table again, spinning it around in his fingers. After a while he stood up and left the Hall. He figured he deserved a bath after all the days in the hot forge. And after that he would find Toothless, see if Wrenlou was free to go, and go on a long flight around the island.
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**A Blacksmith's apprentice, Part VI**

"Hey Hiccup, what are you doing here?" Wrenlou asked as he slipped onto the bench across from Hiccup.

"Working," Hiccup replied as he gathered his papers, "on my third test."

"Isn't that something you should be doing in the forge?" Wrenlou asked and he pulled one of the sheets of paper closer to look at it.

"Don't you have your own thing to do?" Hiccup reflected the question as he pulled the paper back, "your own third test or something?"

"She said she'd tell me tomorrow," Wrenlou said and he rested his head on his hands, "what are you making?"

"I have to make a weapon, from that metal," Hiccup said not looking up, "I'm simply designing one."

"Simply?" Wrenlou asked, looking at the papers that covered the table, "there must be an entire forest worth of papers here!"

Hiccup looked up a little and Wrenlou smiled. Hiccup sighed and put his pencil down. "If you need anything, just say it," he said, "if not, I really want to work in peace..."

"Okay..." Wrenlou mumbled, "I get it... I'll go..."

"Wait," Hiccup said, just as Wrenlou stood up, "something's wrong, isn't there? What is it?"

"It's just... it's that third test," Wrenlou said, "she said that more than half fail it, and that's the people who've had years of apprentice ship already. She'll tell me tomorrow because she wanted me to think about it today. If I really want to do it."

"Will you?" Hiccup asked.

"I've been dreaming of doing this since I was ten years old," Wrenlou said, "and I never doubted it. But now... I don't know... what if I fail."

"You're starting to sound like me," Hiccup said while he wiped his papers into a stack, "I thought I was the insecure one."

Wrenlou smiled weakly and watched how Hiccup dug through the stack of papers.

"Want to take a break?" he suddenly asked, and Hiccup looked up.

"What?"

"I asked if you wanted to take a break," Wrenlou asked again, "not just a "I will have lunch for an hour break", but a "get away from the city for a few hours break". I wanted to do that anyway, if you want to come that's fine. Unless you're too busy."

"I don't know..." Hiccup said, "I have a lot of work here..."

"Just for a few hours," Wrenlou assured him, "it might help clear your head, make room for new ideas."

Hiccup smiled. "Okay then," he said, "I'll just dump these in my room, okay? And find you on the plaza?"

"Sure," Wrenlou said, "and thanks."

"Why?" Hiccup asked as he stopped with his arms full of paper.

Wrenlou shrugged. "For making time."

Hiccup just smiled and quickly left. About five minutes later he was back, riding Toothless towards Wrenlou and Snowflake. They took off without a word, Snowflake going first.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked after they had flown for a while.

"There's a cliff not too far away," Wrenlou answered, "it has a great view, and a rope swing. I think that will help taking our mind of things."

"A rope swing?" Hiccup asked curiously, "what's that?"

"You don't know?" Wrenlou asked surprised, "you honestly don't know?"

Hiccup shrugged a little, then shook his head no.

"Berkians are boring..." Wrenlou mumbled, "don't even know rope swings..."

"So what is it?" Hiccup asked.

"You'll see in a moment," Wrenlou said and he pointed down, "there. We're here."

They landed on the rock, and Hiccup immediately noticed the view. The cliff wasn't that high above the water, but it looked out over the ocean, and the many small islands that speckled this part of the sea. The cliff itself was void from trees, except for one, practically balancing on the edge. It wasn't a palm tree, like all the others he had seen so far. It was high, towering over them. When he dismounted and walked closer he saw that there was a rope tied around one of it's branches, just hanging there, swaying a little in the soft breeze.

"Is that..." he started and he pointed at the rope.

"That, my friend, would be a rope swing," Wrenlou said with a smile and he kicked his boots off.

"What are you doing?" Hiccup asked when Wrenlou also pulled his shirt over his head.

"Watch and learn," Wrenlou said with a grin.

He walked backwards, away from the edge and still holding the rope. When he could go no further and the rope was tight he looked at Hiccup again.

"So what's ne..." Hiccup started, but he gasped as Wrenlou jumped onto the knot at the base of the rope.

He watched with wide eyes how Wrenlou swung above the water, then let go, falling into the ocean below. The rope swung back towards Hiccup and it almost hit him, but he managed to grab it before it did. Below him Wrenlou surfaced, looking up at him while he swam to shore.

"You try it," Wrenlou said as soon as he had made it back to the top of the cliff, "it's fun."

"Isn't it dangerous..." Hiccup asked, already imagining how he would break his legs and his arms and everything else.

"Only if you manage to land on your head," Wrenlou assured him, "the water is deep here, there's no hidden rocks under the surface. Which is why they made it here. It's safe, really."

"I don't know..." Hiccup said, still not sure.

"Come on," Wrenlou pushed, "it's fun! I promise you won't die."

Hiccup chuckled a little, then nodded. He took his boots off, then his shirt.

"Are you sure it's safe?" he asked again when he took the rope and walked back until it was tight.

Wrenlou nodded. "As safe as can be. Okay, remember to let go before you swing back. And don't let go late, you might hit the side of the cliff. Basically just jump, hold on until the highest point, and then let go. Okay?"

Hiccup nodded and Wrenlou stepped back. Hiccup took a deep breath and glanced at Toothless. The dragon was watching everything with a curious look on his face.

"Okay..." he mumbled softly, "I can do this..."

He took another deep breath and jumped on the knot at the end of the rope, as Wrenlou had done. The rope swung forward, his weight carrying it far out over the water and he let go just before it swung back. He held his breath as he hit the clear ocean, and for a moment he floated between many coloured fish. After he resurfaced he took a big breath of air, and he was smiling widely while he swam back to the shore.

"That was awesome!" he exclaimed when he had made his way back to the top, "I wanna go again!"

"I first," Wrenlou said and before Hiccup could protest he had already jumped.

Hiccup didn't wait this time. As soon as the rope came back he grabbed it, pulled it back and jumped after Wrenlou. It continued like that for a while, eventually ending in a competition to see who could do the most flips before hitting the water. After they had given up, they just lay on the warm rock, letting the sun's rays dry them.

"Do they have rope swings in Light City?" Hiccup asked.

"Yep," Wrenlou said, "why?"

"Well that explains why you won," Hiccup said, looking at his friend, "you had time to practice."

"You didn't do so bad yourself," Wrenlou said, "really."

Hiccup didn't answer and silence fell between them. The sun was getting lower in the sky, almost touching the ocean and some clouds had already started to get orange and red.

"Have you decided yet?" Hiccup asked suddenly, "if you'll do it?"

"The test?" Wrenlou asked, and when Hiccup nodded, he sighed. "I don't know... the odds are against me. Big even told me I would most likely fail."

"If I would have given up every time the odds were against me I wouldn't even have met Toothless," Hiccup said, "I would have given up a long, long time ago. You've wanted this all your life, are you really willing to just give up now?"

"No..." Wrenlou started, "but..."

"But nothing," Hiccup interrupted him, "I think you should do it. You've come this far, you can't give up. I was full of doubts about doing the tests, but I'm doing them, aren't I? I even concurred a volcano and an angry dragon that nearly killed me to succeed! You can't give up."

Wrenlou smiled a little. "Sometimes you just find an obstacle you can't beat," he said softly.

"That's bullshit and you know it," Hiccup said, poking Wrenlou's arm, "do the damn test and show them they're wrong about you. Pass that damn thing with flying colours. That's what you would say to me right? You're always telling me that I can do it. Why don't you believe it when it's about yourself?"

"It's easier to believe in someone else," Wrenlou said, "but you're right... I should just do the test. Show them I'm not afraid of a challenge."

Hiccup nodded. "Exactly."

"Thanks Hiccup," Wrenlou said with a smile.

"I think they did it on purpose," Hiccup said, "telling you you'd fail anyway. Maybe it's their way of selecting the absolute best ones."

"You could be right..." Wrenlou mumbled, then he quickly changed the subject, "what about your test?"

"Making the weapon?" Hiccup asked, "that's easy. I have to make a weapon, any weapon I like. So I'm designing one right now. I just hope I can get it to work in a week."

"Why would it not?" Wrenlou asked and he stood up, "it's just a weapon right? Make a sword and be done with it?"

"You know me," Hiccup said with a faint smile, "it's never simple. I've been working on this particular design for a few months now. I just figured now is as good a time as any to finally make it."

"That's true," Wrenlou said and he pulled his shirt over his head, "come on, we have to go. It's getting dark."

"I guess that was a little more than a few hours?" Hiccup asked, hurriedly putting his own shirt on.

"Yeah..." Wrenlou said, "sorry about waisting half your day..."

"It's okay," Hiccup said, "I wanted to start on the first pieces tomorrow anyway. I think I finished the design. I should just make it and see if it works. Don't worry, I have a back up plan in case it doesn't," he added when he saw Wrenlou's face, "there's no way I'll fail."

Wrenlou smiled as he climbed onto Snowflake's back. Hiccup followed, mounting Toothless with a fluent jump and clicking his prosthetic in the right position.

"To us then," Wrenlou said before he took off, "and that we'll succeed in our endeavours."

Hiccup nodded and watched how Snowflake shot into the sky. Toothless followed and caught up with the white dragon in a matter of seconds. Hiccup looked back and saw the tree and the cliff get smaller and smaller, until they disappeared from sight. By that time the city was already coming back into view, and he sighed. He wasn't sure that his design would would, he wasn't sure at all. But he had to give it a try.
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He jogged up the stairs towards Hiccup's room, and took a few deep breaths when he stood in front of the door. Today was the day of his final test, but Naomi had told him that they wouldn't start until noon. And since Hiccup had already started on his and was making pretty good progress, he figured it would be okay if he took his best friend for breakfast. Only, Hiccup hadn't shown up when he had expected him to, so he had gone to his room.

He knocked, but no answer came. He knocked again, and when it remained silent, he went in. Toothless was in his corner, but the dragon was awake and perked up when he walked in. Hiccup was sprawled out in bed, laying on his stomach, the covers tangled around his legs, one foot of the side of the bed. His left arm was hooked around the sheet somehow, his hand under his chest. His right arm was laying on the pillow, his head in the crook of his elbow, his hand somehow tangled in his auburn hair. Wrenlou couldn't help but smile and walked closer, Toothless following his every move with watchful eyes.

"Hiccup?" Wrenlou said softly, shaking his shoulder "wake up. It's kinda late."

Hiccup groaned and turned away from him, tangling himself in the covers even further. Wrenlou sighed and shook him again, calling his name a little louder.

"Five more minutes..." Hiccup mumbled, and he pulled his pillow over his head.

Wrenlou straightened his back and sighed. For a moment he pondered what to do, then he smiled deviously.

"Okay," he said, and he turned to the door, "I'll wait outside."

He walked to the door and opened it. Then he closed it again, without leaving the room. Toothless tilted his head and Wrenlou placed a finger on his lips. Toothless tilted his head the other way, clearly confused but his strange behaviour, but Wrenlou didn't really care. As quietly as he could he snuck back to the bed, towards Hiccup's bare feet. He had to bite his lip to contain his laughter, and when he was close enough he suddenly grabbed Hiccup's big toe and jiggled it around, while yelling at Hiccup to wake up.

Hiccup jumped at least a foot into the air, his surprised scream cut short when he tumbled out of bed. Wrenlou doubled over in laughter, barely able to stay on his feet when he saw Hiccup's baffled face. Hiccup stared at him for a while, still processing the rude awakening, but then he slowly untangled himself from the blanket.

"Why did you do that!" he asked, while he dumped the covers onto the bed and then plopped down on the edge of it, "you didn't have to rip my toe off!"

"I didn't rip your toe off," Wrenlou said, wiping tears from his face, "it's just... I wanted to have breakfast, before the test. Is that so bad?"

"That doesn't mean you have to rip my toe off!" Hiccup said and he rubbed his big toe where Wrenlou had grabbed it, "that hurts!"

"No it doesn't," Wrenlou said, "Broghan used to do that all the time. I still have all my toes, so it can't be that bad."

Hiccup grumbled a little but he stood up again and stretched, his shoulders popping. "I'll get dressed..." he said with a yawn, "I'll meet you downstairs."

Wrenlou smiled and turned around. This time he really left the room, closing the door behind him.

"Can you believe that bud?" Hiccup mumbled while he searched through his pile of old tunics for one that didn't have too many holes and burns.

Toothless crooned and got up as well. The dragon stretched and yawned widely, and Hiccup smiled while he pulled the shirt over his head.

"Good morning to you too bud."

Toothless crooned again and padded over to where the saddle say, next to the prosthetic. Hiccup sighed and walked over to the dragon as well.

"I'm sorry bud," he said regretfully, "I won't be able to go flying today."

Toothless whined a little and looked outside, staring almost longingly at the clear blue sky.

"I know," Hiccup said softly, and he scratched the dragon's chin, "it really isn't fair. I should come up with a way that you can fly without me. Go hunting with the others dragons, have fun. There must be a way, don't you think?"

Toothless crooned softly and nudged him. Hiccup smiled, and hugged the dragon tightly.

"When I'm done with this test, I'll take you on a flight," he said, "a long one. Okay? I promise."

Toothless licked his face and Hiccup groaned. After wiping the dragon spit from his face, he turned to the dragon again.

"Can you get me down?" he asked.

Toothless ran to the edge and looked back, his wings spread slightly. Hiccup chuckled and followed, climbing onto the dragon's back. He held on tightly when Toothless jumped down, softly gliding to the ground. As soon as the dragon landed Snowflake ran over, running around them excitedly. The moment Hiccup's feet touched the ground, Toothless ran after Snowflake, and both dragons soon disappeared between the houses. Hiccup smiled and walked over to the Hall, where Wrenlou stood, leaning against a tree.

"Everything okay?" he asked, "you look a little... down."

"I just..." Hiccup started and he sighed, "all these dragons. And Toothless is the only one that can't fly without me. It's not fair. And it's my fault."

"No it's not," Wrenlou said and he pushed the door open, "you didn't mean to injure him like that. And you helped him fly again. Besides, Snow stays with him. If he doesn't fly, neither does she. Your dragon found a best friend too."

Hiccup smiled widely. Toothless seemed happy in the city, doing nothing besides sleeping and eating and flying when they had the time. He decided not to think about it right now, and focus on his last test. After all, he still had a weapon to build. They sat down on one of the tables, away from the other riders that were there. It was late for breakfast, and early for lunch, so there weren't many people inside.

"Nervous?" Hiccup asked when he saw how Wrenlou didn't really eat much.

Wrenlou nodded, pulling the bread apart. "I have to be there at noon," he said, staring at the pieces, "and then..."

"What is it?" Hiccup asked, "what do you have to do?"

"I'm not sure..." Wrenlou mumbled, "I went there this morning, they said they had to prepare something..."

"You'll nail it," Hiccup said, "I know you will."

Wrenlou smiled weakly and put some bread in his mouth. It was silent for a while, the soft chatter of the other people not much more than a hum on the background.

"Thanks for waking me," Hiccup said suddenly, "I would probably have slept for a few hours more if it hadn't been for you coming by."

"No problem," Wrenlou said, "I just wanted to have breakfast."

Hiccup smiled and stood up. "Thanks," he said, "but I have to go. Lots to do and all that. Wren, good luck with your test, whatever it is. I know you'll nail it."

"Good luck yourself," Wrenlou said.

Hiccup smiled and left the Hall, leaving Wrenlou alone at the table. He stayed there, staring at the wood. After a while he got up and went outside, a chill breeze whirling around the trees. A thunderclap rolled through the sky in the distance and he looked up, seeing dark clouds creeping towards the city, covering the blue sky and slowly blocking out the sun.

"No one said there was going to be a storm..." he mumbled, "and it looks like a big one too..."

0-0-0-0-0

He looked at the sky, a frown on his face. The storm had rolled in a few hours ago, and the rain was pouring down on the city. The streets had turned to streams of cold water, and the thunder echoed in between the buildings while the lightning ripped the sky in half. His gaze shifted, from the sky to the lone figure working on the outside workplace. Hiccup was refusing to come into the forge. He was working on his final test, and refused to stop. He had taken the smaller forge, the one usually used by apprentices for their final test, but it had no roof.

"Hiccup!" he called, "is it ready yet?"

Hiccup looked up, wiping his hair from his face. He shook his head, then went back to his work. He sighed while he watched the boy work, the rain relentless. He stood there, with his arms crossed, shaking his head a little. He stepped out walking over to Hiccup.

"Come inside," he urged, "you'll get sick."

"No," Hiccup said, "I want to finish this. I have to. I can do it, just give me more time. Please."

"Hiccup, this storm doesn't look like it'll pass anytime soon," he said, glancing at the sky, "come inside. There will be time tomorrow."

But Hiccup shook his head and continued his work. He reheated the blade he was working on in the small furnace he had managed to keep going, and the rain sizzled on the hot metal as he started hammering it. It was clear that he was going to continue working no matter what any one said to him, so the smith sighed, turned around and went back to the main forge.

Suddenly there was a blinding flash and he dove to the ground. It was directly followed by a deafening clap of thunder, and after that he heard the sound of metal clanking on stone. After that, an eerie silence filled the plaza. The only thing he heard was the rain splashing on the stones.

"Hiccup?" he called out while he got up, "are you okay?"

He frowned when he didn't get an immediate answer, but thought little of it. After all, lightning had just struck the city. Hiccup was probably still getting back to his feet as well. Before he could call out again, a voice rang out over the plaza, and it wasn't Hiccup's.

"Hennrick?" he mumbled as he walked out of the forge again. As soon as he did he saw the aging violinist kneeling next to Hiccup's motionless body on the ground.

"Mendo! He's been hit!"

"Hit? By what?" he asked, dumbfounded. There were no branches laying around, no broken trees, no stones.

"Lightning!" Hennrick yelled, his fingers pressed against Hiccup's neck.

He gasped, looking down on Hiccup. Now that he was at his side he could see that the palm of Hiccup's left hand was severely burned, some smoke was disappearing into the rain. His face was pale, his eyes closed, and he didn't appear to be breathing.

"How..." he started, "how could that happen?"

"I don't know," Hennrick said, "I just saw a flash of light come down and hit him. I don't think he's breathing... He needs to go to the hospital. Now."

"Warn them," Mendo said, "I'll carry him over."

Hennrick nodded and stood up. As fast as the slippery flagstones allowed him to he ran through the rain towards the hospital. Mendo looked at Hiccup again, then he carefully lifted him in his arms. He couldn't run, with the boy's unconscious weight and the water on the plaza he just couldn't risk it.

0-0-0-0-0

He had justed picked the next jar to place it in the cabinet when there was a clap of thunder so loud it practically shook the city on it's foundations. He dropped the glass jar and it shattered, sending dried leaves over the floor. He looked around, then sighed as he knelt down to scoop the broken glass and herbs from the floor. He had known thunderstorms could be violent, but this sounded like lightning had struck something, somewhere in the city. It had to be.

He carefully separated the glass from the plants, throwing the glass away. He found an empty jar and he had just finished putting the leaves into it, when he heard the commotion in the hallway just outside the door. He frowned and walked towards the door to open it, but just before he could he heard the words Hiccup, and struck by lightning.

His heart skipped a beat and he yanked the door open, running into the hallway clenching the glass bottle in his hand. It couldn't be. Hiccup couldn't have been struck by lightning. People didn't get struck by lightning. But when he entered the main hall and saw Mendo carry Hiccup in, he froze and dropped the jar again.

This time he didn't care that it shattered, he didn't care that the glass and leaves went everywhere. Hiccup was hurt, badly. He saw Naomi guide Mendo into an empty and followed, entering just in time to see how the smith laid Hiccup on the bed. Naomi was next to it immediately, checking for a pulse.

"He's not breathing," she said, "I can't feel a pulse. Mendo, I need you to leave."

The smith nodded and turned around, almost bumping into Wrenlou when he left the room. Naomi was next to Hiccup, doing chest compressions to try and get his heart to beat again. When that yielded no result, she pinched his nose, tilted his head back and blew air into his lungs, then went back to chest compressions.

"What... what can I do..." Wrenlou asked shakily.

"His hand is burned," she said without stopping what she was doing, "I need you to bring me bandages, the herbs needed to make the ointment for burns, some water and tweezers."

Wrenlou nodded and left. He realized he was shaking as he collected the jars with the different herbs. He just couldn't believe it. Hiccup, struck by lightning. Just as he walked back into the room, Hiccup coughed and gasped for breath. Naomi kept him down, a hand on his shoulder.

"There he is," she said smiling, "easy Hiccup, easy..."

Hiccup didn't hear her, he had slipped into unconsciousness again, and Naomi started to on take his shirt off, to see if there were any more burns. There were no burns on his chest, but down his left arm, from his shoulder to his elbow, extending a little over his chest, there was a mark that looked like a lightning bolt.

"Oh my gods..." Wrenlou mumbled softly, "is that..."

"Lightning scar," Naomi said, "would you mix up the herbs?"

Wrenlou nodded, grabbing the bowl he brought and pouring some of the water in. Then he put the herbs in, one by one stirring them into the water. When he was done he took the bowl over to the bed, where Naomi had removed Hiccup's boots.

"His foot is burned as well," she said pointing at Hiccup's left foot, "the lightning hit his hand, he was probably holding the hammer above his head, and it exited through his foot. Can you clean and wrap the wounds?"

Wrenlou nodded again and sat down next to Hiccup. He looked at the mark on his arm, the jagged pattern running all over it, and took his hand. The burn was located in the palm of his hand, where he would have held the hammer. There were some charred edges visible, black splotches against red and blistered skin. He started with cleaning the wound, finding small splinters of wood imbedded in Hiccup's palm. He made sure he got them all out before he washed it with water, making sure there was no charred wood left. It was a second degree burn, but now that it was clean it didn't look as bad at it had done before. None of Hiccup's skin had actually been charred, and that was a good sign.

"Looks like you were lucky," he mumbled, "your hand will be fine."

After he covered the wound in the paste he had made earlier, he covered it with a small piece of gauze that had been soaked in a liquid that helped heal burns faster and lessened the chance of scars. It was something they had to use frequently, because even with all the training and precautions, they were still sharing the city with a whole bunch of dragons. Accidents happened everyday.

When he finished bandaging Hiccup's hand, he looked at the rest of his arm, and the lightning scar that ran all over it. He touched it, running his finger over the marks, but it didn't feel like a burn. It looked more like someone had cut the pattern into his arm, and this was the scar it had left when it had healed. He had read about lightning scars, but he had never seen one before. He cleaned the area of the mark too, just to be sure, even if it wasn't bleeding or blistering.

"How in the world did you get yourself struck by lightning," he mumbled, "I would understand how if you were flying in the middle of the storm, but in the city... You haven't angered the gods, have you?"

Hiccup's foot was next, where the lightning had left his body and disappeared into the ground. He found that there were two small burns, where his foot had touched the ground. He cleaned them as well, pulling a few pieces of leather from the wounds. He also applied the paste to the burns on his foot and bandaged them. After he had done that he took the blanket and covered Hiccup with it, laying his left arm over his chest. Then he left the room, looking for Naomi. He didn't have to look far, she was waiting right outside.

"Listen," she said, "I know I said that the first emergency to come in would be yours, as your final test, but I didn't imagine it to be your brother. If you don't want to do this, or think you can't do it, that's okay, you won't have to. We can always go with the alternative."

"The alternative being one of the healers pretending?" Wrenlou asked and she nodded, "no... I can do it. I want to do it."

"Very well," Naomi said, "if you feel like you can't, come and get me. When you chance the bandages, I want to be there. Anything you do, you ask me first. You're still a student, no matter how much you may know, and I'm responsible for all your actions. So always consult me, understand?"

"Of course," Hiccup said, "Naomi, what happened? How could he be struck by lightning in the middle of the city?"

"I don't know Wrenlou," she said, "honestly, I don't know."

"And... what about his test?" Wrenlou asked, stopping her, "there's no way he'll complete it in time!"

"I'll go talk with the council," Naomi said, "you stay with him. And when anything changes, come get me, okay?"

Wrenlou nodded and headed back down the hallway. Outside the storm was still raging on, the occasional thunder echoing through the city. He paused a moment outside the room, the opened the door and went in. Hiccup hadn't moved, still unconscious. The mark on his arm seemed to be redder than it had been before, and Wrenlou sighed as he sat down at Hiccup's side.

"How..." he mumbled, "how in the world did you get struck by lightning? You're a magnet for trouble aren't you..."


	65. Hiatus

Lovely people!

Since I started the sequel of Return of the Dragon Rider, I have been neglecting this story a little. I have come to realise that I can't maintain the once-a-week-update for both at the same time, so I have decided to focus on the sequel for the time being. That means that this story will be put on hold! A hiatus, if you will. That doesn't mean I won't occasionally update some, when I'm stuck with the sequel for instance, or when I feel like it.

So! Sorry to leave you with the kind of cliffhanger, but it's the way it is. Go read the sequel, or nothing at all, what you like.

At the moment I've lost the interest in writing this story. It takes a lot of time and effort...It's not easy. I have a friend helping me, but she's also lost the will to do so. For now, this story will be on hold, and I can't tell you when I'll start again.

Love, Aurora.


End file.
